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COUNT OF ELSINOEE. 



OHAPTEE XIV. 

LARS VONVED THE CAPTIVE ^MADS NEILSEN THE 

AVENGEB. 

A FIERCELY exulting shout burst from the officer 
as Yonved stood for one instant paralyzed. 

*' Seize him, men, alive or dead ! 'tis he ! 'tis Von- 
ved ! Vonved and his leman !" 

As the last brutal and false epithet passed his lips. 
Captain Ingergaard sprang forward, with his sword 
uplifted to cut down the unarmed Eover. Quicker 
than the eye could follow the movement, Vonved 
gripped the captain's forearm, as it descended in the 
act of striking, and by the merest exertion of his 
tremendous strength,' he wrenched the glittering blade 
from the grasp of its owner, and throwing his right 

VOL. II. B 



2 VONVED THE DANE I 

arm around the body of the helpless officer, hurled 
him sheer into the midst of his own soldiers. All this 
WH» almost literally done in an instant of time. 

Captain Ingergaard vented a piercing cry as he 
crasWl on the floor of the passage, dragging down 
with him two or three of his men, for he was severely 
wounded in several places by their bayonets, on which 
he had been bodily projected. 

Lars Vonved availed himself of the temporary con- 
fusion of his foes to boimd towards the window at 
the end of the room. He dashed up the sash, in- 
tending to leap forth, as it was on the ground floor, 
but ho was repelled by the levelled bayonets of sol- 
diers who were there stationed to oppose his exit. 

The men who had accompanied Captain Ingergaard 
by this time rallied and advanced towards Yonved, 
their bayonets at the charge. Simidtaneously did 
their comrades spring through the open window, and 
thus was the Eover closely menaced in front and rear. 
Yet such was the awe inspired by his terrible renown 
— such the dread of his personal prowess, of which he 
had just given a significant indication — ^that instead 
of closing with him instantly, and bayoneting him 
ere he could assume a defensive position, his assailants 
paused and hesitated, so that he had time to spring 
with his back to the wall. 

" Spare him ! for the love of &od, spare him ! " 
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shrieked Amalia, and she flung herself in front of 
her husband, to shield him with her body. 

" On men ! down with him ! " faintly cried Cap- 
tain Ingergaard, as he writhed on the spot where he 
had been hurled by Vonved, the blood gushing from 
his woimds, and gurgling from his mouth at every 
word he uttered. " Down with him ! bayonet him ! " 

Stimulated by the voice of their disabled leader, 
the soldiers closed with Yonved. Wielding the sword 
he had wrenched from their captain with amazing 
dexterity, the Eover kept them all at bay, but his 
devoted wife, whilst attempting to shield her husband, 
was strucjt with the butt of a musket, and this, con- 
joined with her already overwrought sensibilities, 
caused her to fall in a deadly swoon. 

Fierce and yet brief was the struggle that ensued 
betwixt Vonved and his antagonists. Their very 
number prevented them from dealing effective bayo- 
net thrusts, and as they crowded upon him, his sword, 
reeking with blood, darted to and fro like a gleam of 
ruddy light, and he parried their bayonets with mar- 
vellous skill. The residt, however, was inevitable. 
The sword wielded with such consummate skill and 
courage, coming in violent contact with the socket of 
a bayonet, snapped close to the hilt, and the next 
moment Vonved was in the grasp of as many hands 
as could clutch him. Some of the soldiers mercilessly 
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4 VOXVBD THE DAXE : 

attempted to bayonet him, and even wounded one or 
two of their own number in the abortive endeayonr, 
but tliis mad excitement was only momentary. Lan 
Youved was secured, and without a minute's pause 
dragged away a fettered captive — ^his last agonized 
glance being at the apparently inanimate form of his 
wife. The soldiers, triumphant as they were, had 
little to boast of, for their captain was all but mor- 
tally, and five of their comrades severely wounded by 
the arm of a single man, surprised by overwhelming 
numbers, and armed only with a weapon snatched 
from the hand upraised to slay him. Vonved him- 
self, however, had received several severe flesh 
wounds. 

The captors of the redoubtable outlaw unmediately 
hurried him to the military station at Svendborg, 
but after a brief consultation with the civil authori- 
ties, the commanding officer conceived it woidd be 
more safe, as well as agreeable to the government 
instructions, to lose no time in forwarding so impor- 
tant a prisoner to a more secure stronghold. Ac- 
cordingly, within an hour of his capture, he was 
placed in an eil- waggon (a species of light, open, 
four-wheeled carriage), with a soldier on each side, 
drawn bayonet in hand, and surrounded by a strong 
escort of dragoons, and forthwith despatched for 
Nyborg, a small town on the same island of Funen, 
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on the sliore of the Gbeat Belt. Nyborg has a con- 
siderable garrison, and here it was resolved to confine 
the Eover, terrible even in captivity, until orders 
were received from Copenhagen as to his removal. 

Exactly at midnight the cortege trotted from Svend- 
borg, nearly all the inhabitants of that town being 
assembled to see it depart, by torchKght; for the 
news of Vonved's capture had of course spread like 
wild-fire. Not a syllable had escaped the prisoner's 
lips since he was dragged across the threshold of 
King's Cairn ; and whatever feelings might agitate 
his inmost soul, he did not by look or sign permit 
the faintest indication of them. His body guards 
watched him with ceaseless vigilance, and started at 
every rattle of his chains when the eil- waggon jolted 
over rough tracts of the road, but he himself was 
impassible. Although he must have suffered in- 
tensely from the woimds he received in the melee, 
and from which the blood still slowly oozed — ^for they 
had not been bandaged nor dressed in any way— yet 
the indomitable man neither uttered sigh nor groan, 
nor gave the least token of sensibility to the anguish 
he doubtless endured. A Mohican Indian coidd not 
have evinced more stoical indifference to, or rather 
defiance of, physical suffering. One wound was on 
his left shoulder, where a bayonet point had pene- 
trated and tom.a long farrow^ aad as his jacket and 
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shirt had been rent off that part, it was exposed to 
the keen night air, which at any rate stopped the 
bleeding, however much it might increase the pain. 
The soldier who sat on that side observed this, and 
touched with commiseration, he took his own hand- 
kerchief jErom his breast, and gently padded it over 
the wound, and then drew up the torn shirt and 
jacket as well as he could. This act of kindness 
instantly aroused the better feelings of the fettered 
outlaw. He turned his head to the humane soldier, 
and in a low, deep, grateful tone, said — 

" Taks — ^mange Taks, min Yen ! " (thanks, many 
thanks, my Mend.) 

Then he relapsed into taciturnity, and opened his 
lips no more. 

Onward, aU. that cold dark tempestuous night, did 
the cavalcade proceed without pause, except when 
necessary to change horses for the eil- waggon, and 
at 10 A.M. they reached Nyborg, and Lars Vonved 
was forthwith lodged in the fortress. He was placed 
in a dungeon beneath the foundations, his hands 
being fettered, and his body secured by a heavy chain 
riveted to a huge ring in the wedl. Two sentinels 
were Rationed at the door of the cell, and were re- 
lieved every hour. These precautions were the very 
natural result of the indefinable feeling of distrust in 
the certainty of keeping such a man in security after 
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the maxvellous esoapes he was well known to have 
previously effected. In other respects he was treated 
humanely. A surgeon examined and dressed his 
woimds, which, although severe, were not dangerous, 
and promised speedily to heal, and he was supplied 
with nutritious food and a good bed. 

By a singular coincidence, it happened that the 
conmianding officer of the garrison of Nyborg, was 
Baron Leutenberg, who three years before had been 
intrusted with the temporary charge of the great 
castle of Kjronborg at Elsinore, when Lars Vonved 
was there in confinement. The latter escaped, and 
poor Baron Leutenberg was soundly reprimanded 
and disgraced for his presumed negligence. It may 
therefore be supposed that he now derived grim satis- 
faction from the fact that Vonved was once more in 
his charge, and he resolved that this time escape 
should be literally impossible. He lost no time in 
despatching a special courier to Copenhagen, annoimo- 
ing the seizure of Vonved, and requesting instruc- 
tions for his disposal. 

Meanwhile what was happening at Svendborg ? 

When the eil-waggon was in the act of leaving the 
town, numbers of people pressed as closely around 
it as the escort permitted, eager to obtain a glimpse 
of the renowned Eover who had so long had his un- 
suspected " home " in their neighbourhood, as " Cap- 
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tain Vinterdalen." Foremost in the crowd was a 
fisherman, whose emotion was so great that he trem- 
bled from head to foot, and pressed his huge homy 
hand with all his might over his heart, to subdue, 
were it possible, its violent beating. That fisherman 
was Mads Neilsen. He had loitered late at Svend- 
borg, and was just setting forth to walk down to the 
beach where his skiflP was moored, in order to return 
to his solitary dweUing on the Island of Thoro, when 
the astounding intelligence of Vonved's capture was 
disseminated. 

At the moment when the eil- waggon and its escort 
of dragoons got into motion to depart, Lars Vonved 
gazed quickly and searchingly at the crowd. His eye 
caught ]that of his devoted adherent, and the vivid 
glance they interchanged, unobserved, or at least not 
understood by any spectator, revealed as nxuch to each 
other as though they had spoken aloud. Vonved, 
too, fettered and guarded as he was, contrived to make 
an impressive sign to which Mads instantly responded. 
One more eloquent glance, and one more secret sign 
was exchanged as the eil- waggon, with a harsh creak, 
and a jolt, and a jar, commenced its long midnight 
journey. The excited mob ran some distance along 
with it and its escort, and Mads Neilsen was sud- 
denly left alone. He stood awhile, rooted to the 
spot, and ^then with a hoarse cry of grief and rage, 
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he rushed towards the beach at his utmost speed, oast 
off the chaiii which secured his pram to a little jetty, 
and rowed towards his island-home with the abnormal 
strength of a madman. 

Landing at the cove opposite his solitary dwelling, 
he bounded to the latter — ^burst open its door with a 
simultaneous blow of his fist and kick of his foot — 
and disappeared for a few minutes. On coming forth, 
he set up a light framework in the open air, and ap- 
plied a torch to the fuse of a rocket. Upward, with 
a hissing roar, sprang the fiery signal — ^upward, 
higher and higher, not vertically, but bowed seaward 
by the force of the howling blast, until its projective 
power was expended, its extreme altitude attained, 
and then it burst and scattered small blue balls and 
crimson stars in the heart of the murky storm clouds. 
A second and a third rocket followed. Then Mads 
Neilsen paused, and kneeling on the groimd, gazed 
seaward with absorbing expectation. Several minutes 
elapsed, when lo ! miles out on the Baltic, three bril- 
liant rockets shot up in answer to his warning signal, 
and after a little pause two blue lights were displayed 
at the distance of probably a mile from each other. 
Mads immediately responded by burning a blue light 
in turn, and his business and duty here was now 
done. 

It was the Skildpadde which had fired the three 
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flttvcrmg rockeos. scd she izid her satellite* die little 
AmaEa. hftleadi exhibited a blue light. Well— <!idy 
too wiH did they comprehend the meaning of Mads' 
sznalSb 

Mads Nolsen's half-decked fishing lugger was 
umglj anchored in a little creak near to his dirdling, 
and ready for immediate service. Boarding her firom 
his pram, which he then pennitted to drift away, he 
hoisted and sheeted the foze log-saiL and this done, 
he severed with one stroke of a hatchet the hempen 
caUe, and ranning to the tiller* put the lugger befara 
die wind. She scudded seaward until a sufficient 
offing was gained, and then Mads bore up and skil- 
fiilly beat back to STendboig. Hastily securing his 
TBsael to the jetty, he sprang ashore, not more than 
one hour having elapsed since his departure in the 
pram. He immediatdy entered the town. 

Mads v^aSy on ordinary occasions, slow and ponde- 
rous in his moYements, yet he invaiiably approved 
himself, cm an emergency, a man of prompt action, 
alert, energetic, decided, quick to plan, resolute to 
execute, and fearless and determined to the verge of 
desperation. That he had thus breathlessly hastened 
back to S yendborg for some definite purpose, and to 
perform some daring and momentous deed was ap- 
parent 

In the interval between the seizure of LarsYonved 
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and his departure under escort to Nyborg, the manner 
in which his capture had been efiPected became pub- 
Kcly known, and Mads of course heard it, like every- 
body else. It appeared that a man named Knap 
Nealen, who had formerly been a subordinate officer 
in the revenue service, whence he was dismissed for 
various irregularities, and who had subsequently led 
a dissipated and dishonourable if not dishonest life, 
had seen one of the lithograph portraits of Lars Von- 
ved which the Danish authorities sent to all the sea- 
ports and chief towns of the coimtry. Nealen, like 
many of the inhabitants of Svendborg, had occasion- 
ally marvelled at the seclusion of the family at Eing's 
Cairn, and especially at the singular personal isolation 
of Captain Vinterdalen himself, when the latter from 
time to time came home. He happened to have once or 
twice seen Captain Vinterdalen, and knew that he 
was at present sojourning at the Cairn. When, there- 
fore, he saw the portrait, he instantly was struck 
with its resemblance to Vinterdalen, and in the course 
of a few hours he called at the Cairn on some pretence, 
and managed to see Vinterdalen walking in the gar- 
den. He now was quite certain that his suspicion 
was well founded, and he went directly to the com- 
manding military officer of the district, and denounced 
the hitherto unsuspected stranger as being the veri- 
table Baltic Eover. At first the officer was incredu- 
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lous, but becoming convinced, he prepared his mea- 
sures with great prudence and secrecy. Immediately 
the long twilight had entirely faded away, he swiftly 
marched an entire company of troops down to King's 
Cairn, and stationed niunerous sentinels round the 
base of the Cairn so as to effectually cut off. all pos- 
sible escape from the dwelling, and also to prevent 
any alarm being commimicated to the beleaguered 
outlaw. The rest of the soldiers, imder command of 
Captain Ingergaard, then cautiously and noiselessly 
ascended to the crown of the Cedrn, and some being 
stationed at every lower window and outlet, the others, 
headed by Ingergaard, obtained admittance at the 
main door, seized and gagged the terrified and as- 
tounded servants, and forced their way to the parlour, 
where they surprised Vonved and his wife. The re- 
sult has been described. 

When Mads Neilsen re-entered Svendborg, he 
found small groups of people yet standing at the 
comers of the streets, eagerly discussing the exciting 
event which had so recently happened, and he either 
openly joined or loitered neax each group just lopg 
enough to enable him to recognise the persons com- 
posing it, and then he passed rapidly on, not omitting 
to scrutinize every individual he met on his way. At 
length he beheld the very man whom he sought — 
none other than Enap Nealen the ioformer. He and 
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Nealen knew each other very well, by sight, and had 
often met at the same ale-house which Nealen had 
only just quitted; for the officer oommanding the 
troops had given him a few dalers as earnest of the 
large reward offered by government to whoever would 
give information which might lead to the capture of 
Vonved, and Nealen had been spending the money 
with a number of boon companions, and relating 
over and over again every particular of Vonved's 
seizure, and boasting his own penetration, and his 
skill in turning his discovery so promptiy and suc- 
cessfully to accoimt. 

" Hola ! Mads Neilsen, is't thpu P " bawled Nealen, 
who was perhaps equally excited by the spirit he had 
drunk and the reward he had earned for his achieve- 
ment, but was by no means intoxicated, and perfectly 
kne'^ what he was about. " I've hammered the nail 
on the head this time, eh, MadsP" 

" That you have, Herr Nealen : you'll never look 
back again after this grand night's work ! " 

" Well said, my old man o' the sea ! Ton now 
perceive what it is to have brains and judgment. 
Why, there's yourself, Mads, you've known these 
Vinterdalens ever since they came to Svendborg, and 
must have often seen the Captain, and yet I'll war- 
rant you never even dreamt that he was Vonved the 
EoverP" 
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^'How was it likely that a poor fellow like me 
could possibly think of such a thing? It is not 
eyery one who has such a head as yours, Herr 
Nealen. No man in Svendborg but yourself would 
ever have made such a discovery.'* 

Mads spake deliberately and gravely, and with a 
sententious air of profound conviction, and he adroit- 
ly managed to imply, both by his tones and gestures, 
how he respected and admired the skill and sagacity 
of Herr Nealen. 

" And yet you, Mads, pass for a long-headed fel- 
low," complacently remarked Nealen. 

" Ouf ! I'm a child compared to you, Herr Nealen 
—a baby ! I think I grow stupider every day. How 
much is your reward to be P I heard five himdred 
dalers : is it really so much as that P" 

" Five hundred ! " contemptuously exclaimed Knap 
Nealen. " Only five hundred for performing such a 
service to my kirig and country ? Add two thousand 
to your five himdred 1 " 

" What ! two thousand five himdred dalers P" 

" Not a skilling less ! " 

" Eix P" interrogated Mads. 

" Eix ! How ! do you think our great and glorious 
sovereign would reward his faithful subject with beg- 
garly rixes P No, species, every one of 'em. Two 
thousand five hundred specie-dalers, my fishy Mend ! " 



COUNT OF ELSINOKE. 15 

" The soldiers go shares with youP" 

" Not a daler, not a marc, not a stilling ! No, no, 
'tis all mine." 

" And will they really pay you that immense re- 
wordP'' 

" Will the sun shine to-morrow P Eeally pay me ! 
Why, you old grampus, d'ye think there are not 
dalers enough in King Frederick's treasury P I'm 
now a creditor of His Majesty : ha ! ha ! isn't it droll 
and pleasant P I, Knap Nealen, a creditor of King 
Frederick ! His glorious Majesty owes me two thou- 
sand four hundred and ninety-seven specie-dalers — 
for Colonel Bilved gave me three on acooimt to- 
night." 

" Oh! two thousand four hxmdred and ninety-seven 
specie — ^you said specie P— dalers I — oh ("ejacu- 
lated Mads, in a tone expressive of intense admiration, 
not unmingled with envy. " And to think that I — 
even I — ^might have earned that enormous sum had 
I possessed a quarter as much sagacity as you ! I've 
been a dxmderheaded dolt and fool ! Ay, by Balder's 
keel ! I've been as stupid as a torsk P" * 

" Never mind, old Blowhard ! you can't help it, 
you know. "lis true enough you are stupid as a 
torsk, and very thankful you ought to be that torsk 

* A "torsk" is a stock-fish, and Mads* familiar Scandinavian excla- 
mation is equiyalent to the common English phrase of **a8 silly as a 
goose I " 
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are stupid, or eke they nerer would let yo*« catdi 
'em ! " exclaimed Nealen, half inaolentlj, half good- 
naturedly. " But 80 long as there are plenty of tordL- 
fish in the sea, youll not stazre, my scaly comrade P 

"WeU, I hope not," humbly murmured Mada. 
"Ah," sighed he, "what a great man you will be- 
come, Herr Nealen ! Your two thousand five hun- 
dred spedes will not be all your reward, ITl wairant. 
His blessed Majesty, our mighty sovereign. King 
Frederick — ^may he live tiU he grows old ! — will give 
you some grand office as an additional reward. Yes, 
yes, Hwould be high treason to doubt that! Ja! you 
will become a very great man — a king's cotmcillor, 
maybe, who knows P " 

" Well, Mads, I begin to &noy you're not quite 
so stupid as a torsk, after alL Yes ; I dare say my 
king and my country will appreciate my services, and 
prove grateful." 

At this moment hawk-eyed Mads perceived several 
stragglers approaching, and he instantly cried in an 
earuoat wliiaper— 

**lIorr Noftlou, I've something to say to you — 
•onxoUung very important. Will you please to come 

NtMil«a\ i>an^tVMly aMontod, and wily Mads led him 
towimUU\t»jt»tt^% 
'' U«rr N«hU<>u/' tidd hei as soon as he was certain 
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they were alone, and unobserved ; " can you tell me 
whether His Majesty woidd reward any faithfcd sub- 
ject who could deliver up one of Vonved's followers P" 

" Eh, what d'ye mean, Mads P" cried Nealen, per- 
fectly absorbed at the hint. 

" I mean what I say." 

" Certainly there would be a reward." 

"How much P" 

" I cannot tell, but it would doubtless be in pro- 
portion to the reward I shall get for the capture of 
Vonved himself." 

" Good. I may, and I must confide in you, Herr 
Nealen. I know where one of Vonved's men is at 
this very moment." 

" SpKckerwicklen ! and who is he P An officer or a 
seamen in the Rover's service P" 

" That is my secret, Herr Nealen ! " responded 
Mads, with a mysterious air. 

" And where is he P" 

" He is where I can find him at any moment. Now 
see ! I am only a poor fisherman — and stupid as a 
torsk, as you have just truly remarked, but my dull 
faculties are sharpened by this night's work. I per- 
haps could capture this follower of Vonved myself — 
and perhaps I could not ; but even if I did seize him, 
I'm not safe to receive the reward due. I'm only an 
ignorant and simple fisherman, and perhaps they 
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would cheat me, after all, but they couldn't cheat a 
man like you, Herr Nealen. See! this is what I 
propose. If you and I capture the man, will you 
give me one-half the reward ? " 

"Tordner! ay, will I!" eagerly cried Nealen, 
whose great success that night had whetted his apti- 
tude and appetite for similar exploits, albeit on a 
smaller scale. 

" You won't take advantage of a poor simple fisher- 
man P" hesitatingly remarked Mads. " You will give 
me my fair share of the reward ?" 

" Yes, you suspicious old — old torsk ! I swear I 
will, by Odin's sword!" 

" Your word is sufficient, Herr Nealen," humbly 
crieci Mads. " He is yonder ? " 

"Where?" 

" Thoro !" impressively whispered Mads. 

" Thoro ! why I thought you were the only dweller 
on Thoro?" 

" Ay, Herr Nealen, but he is there this night, and 
if you will go with me — ^my boat is at the jetty here 
— ^in less than one half-hour, with this wind, I can 
bring you face to face to him." 

"Huh — ^ruh!" chuckled Nealen, "it never rains 
but it pours. I agree, old scaly torsk I Ay, I'm 
with you, d'ye hear, old porpoise? I'll go shares 
and-share with you." 
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" I trust to joxLT honourable word, Herr Nealen, 



" As safely as / trust to King Frederick's ! Hold, 
though! will he show fight, think youP" rather 
anxiously questioned Nealen, who suddenly recol- 
lected how desperately Vonved resisted a whole room- 
ful of soldiers, and that it was possible his follower 
might .show at least proportionate desperation and 
valour. 

" We are two to one : besides, we shaU manage to 
surprise and secure him imawares," confidently re- 
plied Mads. 

"Is he armed?" 

" Only with a dagger-knife." 

"Have we arms?" 

"Enough to slay a regiment! 0, trust to me, 
Herr Nealen. I'm very slow, but I'm very sure. 
I've arranged aU in my mind, and will tell you 
every thing when the time for action arrives. Come 
along now — ^there is no time to be lost. We must do 
the business before day dawn." 

"H!ave with you, old Viking!" emphatically re- 
sponded Nealen, giving Mads a hearty slap on the 
shoulder. " You are not a torsk, after all, I begin 
to fancy, but a sly old dog-fish. Yes, yes, you only 
drink water when you can't get broendiviin ; and you 
only eat herrings when you can't get beef." 
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Had not the darkness impenetrably veiled the ex- 
pression Mads Neilsen's feuoe wore at that moment^ 
Bjiap Nealen would probably have derived for the 
first time a very startling insight into the trae char- 
acter of the fisherman. 

When they arrived at the jetty, and Mads silently 
motioned his companion to step on board his fishings 
boat, Nealen hesitated, and looked upward to the 
murky tempestuous sky, and seaward to the wind- 
lashed waters of the bay, and landward to the dimly 
discernible town of Svendborg. 

" 'Tis a wild blasty night," muttered he. 

" All the better for our enterprise." 

"It blows fearfully hard!" 

" But fairly for us, Herr Nealen." 

" 'Twill be infernally rough out yonder : we shall 
be tossed like a cork on the yeasty waves." 

" Ay, and buoyant as a cork, Herr Nealen. Flas- 
koe! a better sea-boat than this never parted the 
waters of the Ostsee ;* and though it doesn't become 
me to blow my own trumpet, yet I can honestly say 
that no man knows how to handle her better than 
myself. She won't ship a drop of spray abaft her 
after-mast — and even if she does, what harm ? I'm 
sure you are not afraid of a wet jacket, Herr Nealen. 
Flaskoe ! we should not waste a minute, and time is 
* BcoDdiniiviftni otU the Baltic the Ostsee, i. e., East Sea. 
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passing : step on board, Herr Nealen, if it pleaae 
you. We shall fly over the bay swift as a swallow. 
On board, Herr Nealen ! on board, your Excellency I 
Flaskoe!" 

Nealen even yet hesitated. An imaooountable 
feeling oppressed him. Five minutes ago he was 
aflush with triumph, and his hot blood leapt cheerily 
through his fall veins. Now his pulse was languid, 
and his blood receded to its citadel, his heart, and a 
dull, oppressive, leaden weight was on his brain. A 
foreboding, a misgiving, an awful yet inexplicable 
impression thrilled him, and yet he felt inert and 
incapable of battling with his subtle presentiment. 
But there was something in the tone of the fisher- 
man's voice — soinething scornful and fiercely ironical 
which stung him to the quick,' and with a half-inco- 
herent exclamation, he gave one last glance landward, 
and leapt on board. 

In three minutes the fishing-boat was scudding 
before the wind, and leaping through and over the 
heaving waves, at an immense rate. The boat often 
pitched heavily, yet, being free before the wind, she 
did not roll, imtil, instantaneously, she lifted up so 
sharply that she made a lurch to starboard to such a 
degree, that she dipped her gunwale under. The 
vessel was half-decked ; that is, it had a quarter-deck 
and a forecastle, but the midship portion, between 
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the two masts, was open (with the exception of a 
narrow gangway), being reserved for the reception 
of nets, fish, &o. Herr Nealen happened to bo 
standing on the little fpreoastle when the boat lurched 
so unexpectedly and violently, and he was helplessly 
hurled across the deck, in an oblique direction, and 
projected bodily over the gunwale, but he caught the 
shrouds of the foremast with both hands, and after a 
desperate struggle to hold on, managed to raise him- 
seK on board again as the vessel righted. He imme- 
diately roared curses at Mads for causing such an 
accident, and Mads laughed wildly and scornfully, 
and muttered something about the tiller slipping 
from his hand, and grimly remarked that Herr 
Nealen certainly was reserved for a dryer death 
than drowning. 

Was it an accident on the part of the steersman 
that so nearly resulted in hurling Nealen overboard ? 
Certain it is that Mads, either through accident, neg- 
ligence, or design, permitted the boat to lurch to the 
verge of a capsize, and then righted her with con- 
simmiate skill, and that he stirred not a foot to save 
Nealen when the latter clung to the shrouds in im- 
minent peril. 

Nealen now came aft, and was about to renew his 
angry remonstrances, when he made a discovery 
which he might have made earlier had not his mind 
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been intensely pre-oocupied. He now perceived with 
amazement that they had already BaQed beyond the 
little islet of Thoro, and were scudding northward 
up the wide channel between Funen and the veiy 
long and very narrow island so appropriately named 
Langeland (Longland). 

" Mads Neilsen, you idiot," shouted he, " are you 
drunk, or crazy, or both ? We are out of the bay, 
and have left Thoro far astern ! " 

"I know it, Herr Nealen," coolly answered 
Mads. 

" Ejiow it ! know it, you — you infernal fishy vil- 
lain ! " yelled Nealen, bursting with rage. " Then, 
what do you mean P Did you not tell me the man 
whom we seek is on Thoro ? " 

"Ja, so; he wds on Thoro, but he is not there 
now," calmly responded Mads. 

" You mad old scoimdrel ! have you been fooling 
me then?" 

" Surely not. A poor simple old scaly torsk — ^I 
think your Excellency so called me P— could not pos- 
sibly befool such a wise gentleman as Herr Nealen!" 
chuckled Mads. 

" A miUion curses ! what a dolt have I been to 
trust the word of such an old cat-fish as you! " roared 
Nealen, violently stamping the deck, and stammering 
with passion. 
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"In what have I deceived you, Herr Nealen?'* 
asked Mads, with imperturbable oomposure. 

" In what ? You promised me that in half-an-hour 
you would bring me face to face with the follower of 
Vonved!" 

"I did." 

" You did ! Yes, you measureless liar ! you cursed 
old" 

"Gently, Herr Nealen; it blows hard enough 
without your cursing, to raise the wind," sneered 
Mads. 

" Oh, you devilish scoundrel," screamed Nealen ; 
" curse you, and curse the wind, and curse your in- 
fernal boat ! " 

" It is not yet half-an-hour since we left Svendborg 
jetty, and I will keep my word," answered Mads. 

Nealen again broke out, cursing and threatening 
vengeance, but without eliciting any further reply 
from Mads, who, after careftdly noting the trim of 
his boat, stooped down, and picked up a short rope 
fastened to a chock on deck. He secured this with 
two half-hitches round the end of the tiller, and 
satisfied himself that the boat steered properly with 
the tiller lashed in that manner. Then he confrt)nted 
Herr Nealen, and cast his long-maintained composure 
to the winds. 

"I promised that you should stand face to face 
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with a follower of Lars Vonved. Look well at me! " 
thundered he. " Mads the Fisherman is the man ! I 
am the follower and friend of him whom you have 
this night betrayed, you hellish monster! I have 
kept my word thus far, and now^^ 

He paused one second, and springing on his as- 
tounded companion, grasped him by the throat, and 
dashed him down full length on the deck. Nealen 
struggled desperately, for he was a large and power- 
ful man, but he was no match for the inAiriated 
fisherman, who held him down flat on his back, and 
knelt on his chest, and pinioned his arms with an 
iron grip. 

"What!" screamed Mads, glaring down on the 
horrified features of Nealen ; "didst thou thinlr Mads 
Neilsen was such another vile miscreant as thyself? 
Didst thou imagine he would betray a man for blod- 
penge? Thou hast delivered up Lars Vonved for 
2,500 specie-dalers, and I would not have sold his 
meanest follower for as many millions — ^no, not for a 
globe of solid gold would I injure one hair of his 
head ; and to save or serve him I would gladly die 
at any moment. But thou! Ha! thou hast sold him 
for blod-penge, and of thy covenanted reward three 
dalers only hast thou. received, and more never wilt 
thou receive. For three miserable dalers thou hast 
bartered — ^thy own life ! " 

VOL. II. c 
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" Oh, mercy ! " shrieked Nealen ; " you will noft— 
Oh, Himlen ! you surely will not murder.me ?" 

^' Murder thee P TCilh'Tig is too good for suoh a 
monster. I would have thee die a thousand deatibs." 

"Oh, mercy! Mercy, for'* 

" Silence, beast ! '* and in the extremiiy of his ab- 
horrence. Mads spat in the face of the writhing 
wretch. 

" Aravang ; " shouted Mads. 

Aravang was his enormous dog, of the huge mas- 
tiff breed peculiar to Jutland ; and Aravang bore a 
very formidable reputation in Svendborg, bomg es- 
teemed (and, it must be confessed, with good reason) 
a fearfcdly ferocious animal, and so peculiarly un- 
tameable, that no amount of kindness nor ooaxing 
could in the least subdue or soften his savage nature. 
Nevertheless, Aravang devotedly beloved his own mas- 
ter, was gentie and obedient to the least order of 
Mads, and was in reality remarkably sagacious, in 
proof whereof it may be mentioned, that when 
brought into contact with any of the crew or fol- 
lowers of Lars Yonved, he never manifested a tittle 
of the ferocity which he lavishly and invariably dis- 
played towards the rest of the world. The creature 
seemed instinctively to know who were his master's 
Mends, and he never injured nor molested them in 
the slightest degree. Possibly, nay, probably, there 
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was somethmg nigh akin in the nature of Mads and 
of Aravang, and this accounted for the subtle sym- 
pathy they mutually entertained. 

Avarang was at this moment quietly dozing in the 
hold of the boat, snugly coiled up amidst the dry 
nets, which afforded hiTn ti delicious bed, but at the 
sound of his master's voice he instantly leapt on to 
the quarter-deck. 

Mads removed his knees from the body of Nealen, 
and fixed his fiercely-gleaming eyes on those of his dog. 

" Aravang ! " said he, in a low yet distinct whisper, 
" keep him down ; if he moves, kill him ! " 

Had Mads addressed a human being, instead of an 
irrational dog, his command could not have been 
more thoroughly understood, nor more promptly 
obeyed. Aravang uttered a hoarse growl of intel- 
ligence, and instantly planted both his great shaggy 
fore-paws heavily on the breast of the prostrate man, 
and hung his immense tawny head close over Nealen, 
who, paralyzed with abject terror, felt the hot breath 
of Aravang on his face, and saw his protruded blood- 
red tongue, and the terrible white fangs of his cavern- 
ous jaws, and the savage spairkling eyes of the brute 
greedily looking into his. 

"Herr Nealen,'' wamingly said Mads, as he re- 
leased the arms he had hitherto pinioned ; " if you 
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move hand or foot, Aravang will rend jou limb firom 
limb/' 

Mads' menace was needless. The teiiified man 
dared hardly breathe or twinkle an eyelash. 

Mads now leisurely groped among his stores imtil 
he found a few fathoms of suitable rope, with which 
he deliberately secured Nealen's ankles, and next his 
wrists. He then ordered Aravang off watch, and 
firmly bound the wrists and ankles of Nealen to- 
gether, so as to almost double-up the miserable crea- 
ture, whom he contemptuously rolled over on his side 
as though he were a log of wood, and without speak- 
ing a word, unlashed the tiller, and took it in hand. 

Nealen groaned piteously, partially from the actual 
physical pain he endured from his bonds, and yet 
more from his direful apprehensions of the fate which 
awaited him at the hands of one whom he now knew 
to be a deadly and implacable enemy. He would 
have given the world to recal the deed on which he 
had so lately prided himself, and the ominous words 
of Mads Neilsen — ^' for three miserable dalers thou 
hast bartered thine own life " — ^thriUed through heart 
and brain. He repeatedly attempted to address Neil- 
sen, madly threatening at one moment, and slavishly 
beseeching the next, but not a syllable did Mads re- 
ply, unta at length he exasperately roared, " Silence !" 
and enforced the admonition with a kick. 
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In less than two hours fipom quitting Svendborg, 
the vessel rounded the extreme northern point of 
Langeland, and leaving the «ntranoe to the Great 
Belt astern, headed ahnost due southward. The wind 
by this time had considerably moderated, and the 
heavy clouds had slowly dispersed, although black 
congeries of murky vapour occasionally obscured the 
starry heavens, ,driven swiftly before the upper cur- 
rents of air. 

The little craft was now " on a wind," consequently 
ishe heeled- over considerably, and Nealen happening 
to lie on the windwajrd or raised side of the deck, 
could see over ihe low lee bulwark Thus it was 
that he beheld another fishing-boat in the act of ob- 
liquely crossing their course at no great distance, and 
he instinctively cried out at the utmost pitch of his 
voice, wildly hoping for succour and deliverance. 
His shrieking cry was heajrd, but not understood, 
and a powerM voice responded with the interrogative 
haUof 

"Hoi— ho?" 

The moment was critical, but Mads Neilsen was a 
man whose presence of mind, energy, and resources 
were ever displayed in precise proportion to the emer- 
gency. He instantiy squatted down on deck, tiller 
in hand (a common enough attitude for the steersman 
of a fishing-boat or of a small Danish joegt), and in 



30 VONVED THE DANE: 

the twinkling of an eye lashed the tiller so that the 
vessel steered herself. He then drew forth the long 
dagger-knife he carried in his bosom and dragging 
aside the ooat and shirt of Nealen, he pressed the 
keen point directly over his heart 

" Cry out again, utter one word or sound,*' histed 
he between his denohed teeth, ^^ and I will driye this 
knife through and through your craven heart ! " 

Mads meant what he said, and Nealen, shudder- 
ingly, imderstood him. The supremely miserable 
wretch was so overcome that he did not even utter 
an^ ejaculation of pain when the point of the knife, 
impelled by the steady pressure of Mads' hand, pene* 
trated his flesh. He was silent as death. 

" Hoi-ho ! '* again hailed the stranger vessel, which 
had now approached so near that the figures of two 
or three men on her deck were dimly visible. 

" Hoi ! " echoed Mads, in a loud cheery hail. 

"Hvorfipa?'* (Whence are you ?) 

" Fra Svendborg." 

"Hvor skal Den hen?" (Where are you bound 
forP) 

" Til Nakskov" (a town on the coast of the Island 
of Laland). 

" Hvad siger De f (What do you say ?) shouted 
the stranger. 

Mads repeated his words, and carelessly added, 
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"HvaderKlokkenP" 

^^ Elokken er tre qaarteer til tre " (a quarter to 
three o'clock). 

^'Taks; farvel" (Thanks; good-bye), shouted 
Mads, and the two yessels passed on separate courses^ 
and in a few minutes were out of sight of each other. 
Mads Neilsen thereupon emitted a guttural growl of 
satisfaction, and coolly replacing his dagger-knife in 
his bosom, arose, and once more took the tiUerin 
hand. 

The islands of Langeland, Laland, Falster, and 
the southern coast of the great island of Zealand, 
enclose, as it were, a tract of sea some forty miles in 
length by twenty-five to thirty in breadth. There 
are three narrow openings or straits between the 
islands, communicating with this expanse of water, 
besides the mouth of the Great Belt, and several 
islets dot its surface. There are also two or three 
nameless, uninhabited miniature islets of a kind al- 
most precisely similar to those called Keys in the 
West Indies. Islets of the same description abound 
along the western coast of Slesvig, and are called 
Halligs. Their formation is attributable to the in- 
roads of the ocean upon the land : the violent action 
of the waves during long centuries eats away piece 
after piece, until what was soKd land becomes a shal- 
low sea, a few desolate fragments, or Halligs, alone 
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remain amid the hxmgry billows to attest the former 
extent of the continent. Nearly all these HaUigs, 
(although many of them are inhabited on the coast 
of Slesyig) are merely sandy tracts, almost leyel, and 
nowhere rising more than afew yards above the lefvel 
of the sea. Mads Neilsen knew one yeiy little Hallig, 
situated in the centre of the peculiarly land-locked 
tract of sea described, and to it he was now steer^ 
ing. 

A couple of hours' sailing after parting from the 
stranger fishing-boat brought Mads' yessel, according 
to his calculation, into the vicinity of the Hallig in 
question. The day had dawned, but the light was 
still gray and feeble, and a hazy blue film rose from 
the sea, which was very little agitated, being so land- 
locked. The wind, too, by this time had slackened 
to a gentle breeze. Mads tacked to and fro, eagerly 
scanning the extremely limited horizon with a glass. 
Even on a clear sunny day the Hallig which he sought 
was so '^ fiush " with the sea that it could not be dis- 
tinguished at a distance exceeding a very few miles, 
unless a heavy swell caused the waves to break in 
foaming surges over its margins. 

More than an hour did Mads spend in an anxious 
look-out, and all this while his miserable captive re- 
mained bound at his feet, groaning, sighing, ejacu- 
lating, cursing, praying, sobbing, weeping ; but Mada 
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took no more notioe of him than if he were a bale of 
goods lying on the deok. 

The morning had now fairly broke. It was broad 
daylight. All in an instant the haze was agitated 
like a ourtain. Then it curled up from the surface of 
the sea, and the vigorous young sun shone forth with 
dazzling brightness. The gauzy, saline vapours roUed 
eway before its warm rosy beams with magical celer- 
ity, and in a few minutes Mads could, with the aid 
of his battered old telescope, sweep the entire horizon 
ten or a dozen miles around. Not a sail was in sight, 
not a moving object except a few white-breasted, 
gray-winged seabirds, fluttering closely o'er the water, 
and plunging down ever and anon to seize their finny 
prey. Very slowly and carefully did Mads turn his 
glass to every point of the compass, and at length its 
circular movement was arrested. What is that P It 
is a small shining spot in the field of telescopic vision. 
It cannot be the surface of the sea, for it is perfectly 
quiescent. It is not more than four or five miles dis- 
tant at the utmost. 

Mads lets the tiller slip from between his legs, and 
kneeling down on deck he rests his trusty old tube 
over the taflErail, and gazes with absorbing intensity 
at the softly gleaming object. He springs to his feet 
with alacrity, smacks the joints of his telescope to- 
gether, and mutters something in an exultant tone- 

c 5 
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He seizes the tiller, and steers with perfect oonfidenoe. 
The breeze is very light, indeed, by this time, and 
after a brief interval Mads shakes out the reef from 
the foresail, and hoists the main log-saiL This 
freshens the way of his craft, and ere long he can 
distinctly trace the outlines of the Hallig with his 
naked eye : nearer and nearer, until he can glance 
over the length and breadth of the sandy islet. He 
reflects one moment, and then steers sheer down on 
the Hallig. He well knows that with this feeble 
breeze he need not fear to run smack ashore on the 
shelving beach. He does so, and the keel of his 
light-draughted boat gently grates up a little creek 
of the HalUg imtil the vessel is motionless. Mads 
then deliberately steps forward, and with a stower 
sounds the depth of water under the bows. It does 
not much exceed a couple of feet. He is satisfied. 
He enters his little cabin, and emerges with a well- 
filled canvas bag. This he tosses on the dry shore, 
which is less than a score of feet distant. He next 
unlashes the five-gallon keg of water secured on the 
forecastle, and lowers it over ^e bows. He follows 
it, and wades ashore, rolling the keg before him imtil 
it is high and dry. He returns on board, climbing 
up by a rope, and advances aft. He seizes his help*- 
less captive, and clasping him in his brawny arms 
carries him forward, and slings him in a bowling 
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knot over the bows. Again he descends into the 
water, and grasping Enap Nealen, carries him ashore 
and deposits him by the side of the ioanvas bag and 
the water keg. 

What does all this mean P 

Herr Nealen akeady guesses only too weU what it 
means, and his parched lips emit anew a qnivering 
cry for mercy. 

Mads replied not, but gazed at the suppliant wretch 
with unappeasable hatred and ine&ble scorn. Then 
he deliberately walked away a few paces, and looked 
around as though to survey the Hallig. This desolate 
islet was out of sight of any land. It was extremely 
small, oval-i^ped, and not exceeding three hundred 
feet in length, and two hundred in breadth. Its 
surface was composed entirely of sand, mixed with 
small stones and shells. A few isolated tufts of coarse 
bent-grass were the only signs of vegetation, with 
the exception of some sickly dwarf thistles. The 
highest ridge of the Hallig did not attain an eleva- 
tion of more than two fathoms, and three-fourths of 
the whole surface was less than one yard above the 
sea's level. Towards the centre there was a consider- 
able hoUow, which contained water. Knowing that 
Halligs are destitute of springs. Mads walked to this 
pond, curious to ascertain whether it was a gathering 
of fresh or of salt water. He dipped his hand, and 
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tasted. The water was only slightly brackish. It 
was deddedly a nuxture of rain and sea water. The 
latter might have percolated through the sandy shores, 
and thus, by a natural filtration, have been partially 
deprived of its saline properties, or yet more probably 
it was spray conveyed direct from the sea, for in 
stormy weather the spray and foam blew iu clouds 
over the Hallig, whose ridges of sand were encrusted 
with salt. Be this as it may, the proportion of rain 
water in the hollow greatly predominated. Mads 
agam dipped his hand, and gargled his mouth with 
the fluid. The taste was not unpleasant, and he next 
drank copiously from his palm. TTia stem rough 
visage assumed a singular expression as he gazed at 
the solitary pool. " He may drink this," muttered 
Mads, turning on his heel, ^^ when the keg is drained. 
He will not die of thirst." 

On returmng to Nealen, the latter wildly renewed 
his cries for mercy. 

Mads laughed pitilessly. 

"Mercy, beast!" he hoarsely cried; "and what 
mercy have you shown to my dear master, Lars 
Vonved ? Tou have delivered him — him, the Count 
of Elsinore, the heir of our glorious old Valdemars — 
to the dungeon, the scaffold, the wheel ! Ha ! . what 
dost thou not deserve ? Mercy to thee — ^thou beast, 
thou spotted snake ! To thee ! thou vile, loathsome, 
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crawling reptile ! Shall I, who was ready to slay my 
own blood-brother for doing what thou hast done, be 
more pitiful imto a viper like thee ?" 

" Oh," moaned Nealen, "you do not mean it — ^you 
cannot mean it ! I repent — Oh, I do bitterly repent! 
— and I have suffered punishment enough. Have 
pity on me, Mads ! Mads, dear Mads Neilsen ! be 
merciful!*' 

" I have told thee that 1 was ready to kill my mo- 
ther's son for betraying my master." 

" No, no, you do not mean that : you would not 
have kiUed your own brother." 

Mads Neilsen's rugged lineaments quivered for a 
second, and then settled into stony rigidity. 

" Hark ye, Knap Nealen," said he, speaking slow- 
ly, and without the slightest gesture or movement of 
hand or body, but the tone of his voice was more ap- 
palling than if he had been violently agitated with 
passion. " Thou knewest my brother Jorgen. He is 
dead. I swore to drive my dagger through his heart 
if he were a traitor to Lars Vonved." 

" Tou did not kiU Jorgen ! " shrieked Nealen. 

" No, I am thankful that I was spared doing that. 
Jorgen betrayed Lars Vonved, and this day fortnight 
he was justly put to death for his treason. They 
made him walk the plank. Had I been present, I 
should have been the first to vote the death of my 
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own brother — ^but, I say again, I am very thankful 
I was spared doing that. Now, Eiiap Nealen, judge 
whether it is likely I shall spare suoh a reptile as 
thyself.'' 

Nealen's flesh crept on his bones, and hope expired 
in his heart. 

^'I will not kiU thee, Eiiap Nealen," resumed 
Mads, "and thou shalt have a fair chance for thy 
life. I shall leave thee on this Hallig. Here is a 
bag of bread and a keg of water." 

" It will not support me a week! " screamed Nealen. 
" I shall die of hunger and thirst ! I shall perish of 
starvation ! " 

" There are flsh in the sea, and sheU-fish on the 
shore, and the eggs and young of sea-birds on the 
sand ridges yonder, and there is more good water in 
the pool on the Hallig than thou could'st drink in a 
year," composedly answered Mads. "And if any 
passing vessel happens to see thee, thou wilt be res- 
cued." 

" No vessel will ever see me ! It is a hundred, a 
thousand chances to one ! " 

" That I cannot help," answered Mads, with callous 
indiflference. " Tou may be taken off to-morrow, or 
— ^never. That's your own affair — ^not mine." 

Nealen looked up in Mads' face, and the ghastly 
horror and despair of the wretched being's counte- 
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nanoe might have moved the pity of a savage Fejee. 
In his agony, Nealen had bitten his nether Hp through 
and through, and the blood trickled down his chin, 
and frothed up between his ashy lips. His eyes were 
bloodshot and dreadfully distorted. Mads regarded 
him unmoved: not the least con^niseration did he 
feel, not an atom of pity or of ruth was awakened 
in his heart at the sight of Nealen's awful anguish. 
Mads was inexorable and pitiless as Death itself when 
his passions were aroused in behalf of his master, 
Lars Vonved. He would have risked his life, with- 
out a thought, to have served any Mend of his mas- 
ter ; and he would have done hellish deeds, without 
a pang of remorse, to avenge that idolized master on 
whomsoever had injured him. 

Stooping down. Mads Neilsen unknotted the rope 
from Ejaap Nealen's arms, leaving the poor wretch's 
ankles yet bound, and without a syllable of further 
speech, deliberately strode to the shore, waded up to 
the bows of his orafb, and climbed on board. 

Nealen had been painfully bound so long that his 
limbs were dreadfully cramped, and the flow of blood 
to the extremities so arrested that they were tempo- 
rarily paralyzed. He could hardly move his arms at 
first, but, just as Mads turned away, he threw him- 
self, by a convulsive efibrt, at the feet of the merciless 
fisherman, and grovelled in the extremity of human 
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abasement, shrieking for mercy and for pardon. Mads 
regarded him and his appeab no more than he did 
the sand on which he trode. 

By the time Mads had got on board, the circulation 
of Nealen's blood had so far returned that he was 
able to desperately^pluck at the rope which bound his 
feet together, and after repeated efforts he got them 
free. Then he endeavoured to walk, but his enfeebled 
limbs tottered beneath him, and he fell prone on the 
sand. Again and again he attempted to rise, but as 
yet he was too exhausted to sustain himself erect. 
He then frantically dragged himself forward, like a 
crushed serpent, on his stomach, digging his hands 
into the yielding sand, in the despairing hope to reach 
Mads and appeal to him once more for mercy. 

In the interval Mads had backed his sails, and by 
removing his anchors and other weighty articles from 
the forecastle, and abo by pushing with a stower, he 
had forced his vessel from her oozy bed, and slowly 
propelled her away from the shore of the Hallig. He 
then braced his yards, and the head of his craft pointed 
seaward, and she gradually gathered way. 

By this time Nealen had dragged himself to the 
water's edge, and with uplifted hands he madly scream- 
ed, threatened, invoked, beseeched, cursed, and prayed, 
incoherently. Mads did not even once turn his head, 
but steered due north, and even when his vessel was 



COUNT OF ELSINORB. 41 

a mere speck on the horizon, his victim remained at 
the water's edge of the Hallig, hoarsely shrieking, 
oursingy and praying, until his swollen tongue could 
no longer articulate. 

Three years subsequently, a fishing boat happened 
to be becalmed near to the Hallig, and the crew 
landed in their little pram. They found the fleshless 
skeleton of a man on the highest ridge, and from its 
pocdtion, and the fragments of clothing in the grip 
of his bony fingers, they concluded he was some 
solitary shipwrecked mariner who had died in the 
act of signalling his existence to some passing yesseL 
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CHAPTER XV. 

CITADELLET FREDERIKSHAVN. 

The BpecifiJ courier sent fix)m Nyborg to Copen- 
hagen to announce Yonved's capture, and to obtain 
orders for his disposal, reached his destination within 
a dozen hours, but he was detained in the capital a 
couple of days ere sent back by the government. 
This delay arose from the fact that well-grounded 
apprehension existed that unless precautions of an 
extraordinary nature were taken, the terrible captive 
would even yet escape, or be rescued on his way to 
Copenhagen. Consequently, powerful relays of dra- 
goons were stationed at Eoeskilde, Eingstead, and 
Corsoer (the three principal stations on the route) 
for the purpose of relieving the escort. The land 
transport of Yonved across the island of Zealand, 
was, however, a matter of much less concern to the 
authorities than his removal fe)m Nyborg to Cor- 
coer. Nyborg, where he was at present dungeoned, 
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is a small town, strongly garrisoned, situate on the 
eastern shore of the island of Funen, which is there 
separated from the large island of Zealand (on the 
east ooast of which Copenhagen nestles) by the Great 
Belt, an arm of the sea, and much the largest of the 
three outlets of the Baltic, and about nine miles 
across from Nyborg to the opposite village of Cor- 
soer in Zealand. It so happened that not a single 
Danish man-of-war was at that period stationed in 
the Ghreat Belt itself, but a large sloop-of-war was 
coraising in the Cattegat, between Jutland and Zea- 
land, and a 36-gun Mgate and two gun-boats were 
at anchor in a bay near Fredericia. The Danish 
government instantly despatched orders for all these 
vessels to forthwith rendezvous oflf Nyborg, for the 
sole purpose of convoying Vonved across the Ghreat 
Belt. The obvious reason of this was that Vonved's 
own vessels should be effectually intimidated from 
even attempting a rescue. Orders were sent to Baron 
Leutenberg, peremptorily charging him to permit no 
person whatsoever to have access to the Rover whilst 
in his charge — and very rigidly indeed did the worthy 
old Baron enforce this prohibition. So anxious was 
he (having a vivid recoUection of Vonved's escape 
when formerly under hi^ charge), that he scarcely 
dared to eat in comfort, nor could he slumber in 
drejunless security even in the midst of his watchfal 
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guards. He left many a meal almost imtasted, that 
he might hurry to the dimgeon of V onved to oonvinoe 
himself, with his own infallible eyes, that the captive 
was a captiye still; and he rose repeatedly in the 
middle of the night to see that his sentinels were at 
their posts, and pretematurally awake. 

At the expiration of a week all was ready for Yon- 
ved's removal. The ships of war had rendezvoused 
— and not without cogent reason, for both Vonved's 
vessels were descried hovering within a few miles of 
Nyborg on the very evening of his arrival there, and 
when King Frederick's ships arrived and gave chase, 
the grim Skildpadde and the saucy Little Amalia 
laughed to scorn their impotent efforts to come to 
close quarters, and persisted in sailing to and fro 
within sight of the fortress which held the fettered 
Eover in its stony depths. 

Soon after daybreak on the eighthday after Vonved's 
capture, he was transferred to a large lugger, which 
sailed across the Great Belt to Corsoer under tho 
dose convoy of the frigate, the sloop-of-war, and the 
gun-boats. Vonved's vessels could attempt nothing 
towards his rescue in the presence of this overwhelm- 
ing force, but as the fettered outlaw was conveyed on 
board the lugger, his heart was gladdened by a 
glimpse of his vessels daringly bearding the royal 
Bhips they were too weak to attack, and he needed no 
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more to assure him that his followers would do all 
that human skill and enterprise oould effect for his 
nltiinate deliverance. On landing at Corsoer, he was 
immediately placed in a covered carriage, which was 
dosely surroimded by a strong force of dragoons. In 
this manner, stopping merely to change horses and 
escort, he was taken to Copenhagen,^and after night- 
&I1 was conveyed to Citadellet Frederikshavn. 

The formidable stronghold called CitadeUet Fre- 
deiikshavn is situated on the north-eastern quarter of 
the Sound, and its seaward front bristles with power- 
ful batteries, which command the entrance to the 
port. The outer tree-planted ramparts afford a plea- 
sant and fashionable promenade, to which respectable 
people are admitted by tickets issued by the com- 
mandant. A yearly ticket costs three rix-dalers, and 
the money thus derived is set apart for charitable 
purposes. The immense citadel itself was built in 
the reign of the third Frederick by a Dutchman, one 
Van Haven. It is surrounded by an outer moat, 
crossing which we arrive at the ramparts ; beyond 
them is a large inner moat, which encloses the 
ramparts of the fortress itself. This renowned cita- 
del is to Copenhagen pretty much what the Tower is 
to London. A number of the most desperate slaves 
and criminals of extraordinary turpitude are confined 
within its walls. 



46 VONVED THE DANE! 

The oairiage which conveyed Vonved went down 
AmaJie-gade, and through that southern outskirt of 
the citadel which is now a pretty tree-embosomed 
plot, &ee to the public, and drew close up to the 
archway of the drawbridge of the outer moat. Six 
dragoons had hitherto ridden on each side of the car- 
riage, and double that number in its rear. It was 
eyident that the arrival of the formidable captive was 
expected, for as the cavalcade drew up, the sentinel 
on duty at the gate sharply rang a bell, and ere its 
vibrations had died away, the iron grating which 
fiUed up the doorway of the arch began to sink in its 
groves, and simultaneously the drawbridgeitself wee 
lowered, and an officer or two, accompanied by a 
sergeant's guard of soldiers, bayonets fixed, and 
several attendants bearing lighted torches, appeared 
on the other side of the moat. After a moment's 
parley, some of the dragoons dismounted, and walked, 
sword in hand, by the side of the carriage, until it 
crossed the drawbridge and stopped for awhile at the 
first guard-house, where the officer in command of 
the escort formally delivered up his prisoner to the 
charge of the commandant of the citadel, receiving 
in exchange a certificate of that fact, signed by the 
captain of the guard. The carriage was then driven 
across the drawbridge over the wide inner moat, and 
entered the body of the citadel, passing various build- 
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ings until it finally reaohed the oentral stronghold, 
at the principal gateway of which stood no less a per- 
sonage than the oommandant himself, General Foul- 
sen, — a veteran warrior, whose prowess and long 
aervioes in the field had been recently rewarded with 
this important appointment. The General was about 
sixty-five years of age, a short, square-built, imgainly- 
looking man, whose iron frame had long been indu- 
rated by hard professional work. He had a dark, 
austere, wrinkled countenance, a penetrative dark 
eye, a huge grizzled beard, and a very loud, grufi^ 
peremptory voice. He had lost all the fingers of his 
left hand by the bursting of a live shell, which he 
rashly lifted whilst the fusee was alight, andho halted 
in his walk, owing to a severe hip-woimd he received 
at the Battle of the Baltic, in 1801, the musket ball 
of an English Old Brown Bess yet remaining unex- 
tracted, somewhere deep in his groin. Though a 
bigoted martinet, and, personally, a rough obstinate 
old soldier, who by nature and habit was rigid aud 
unyielding to the last degree on the point of duty, or 
what he conceived such, General Poulsen possessed 
some good qualities. His courage was unfailing; 
his resolution prompt; his presence of mind and 
shrewd common sense rarely at fault ; his vigilance 
sleepless ; his fidelity and loyalty impregnable. On 
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the whole, he was averyfitman to fill such a peculiar 
and responsible post. 

A number of military officers and soldiers in un- 
dress, were grouped near the commandant, all eager 
to behold the wonderful and mysterious outlaw of 
whom they had heard so much and knew so little 
that was absolutely reliable. 

When Vonved descended from the carriage, an in- 
voluntary deep-drawn murmur passed from every 
lip, and all eyes curiously scanned the form and fea- 
tures of the captive. The scene was rendered pecu- 
liarly striking by the glare of the torches, which 
flashed ruddily on the spectators, and lighted up Hie 
front of the massive building, and the«deeply arched 
entrance. Vonved was deathly pale, owing to his re- 
cent serious loss of blood, but his bodily powers seemed 
undinunished, and his countenance was placid and 
undaunted. As his foot touched the ground, he 
quickly glanced from face to face, and obserying 
Q-eneral Foulsen, whose person and office he alreculy 
knew, he bowed gracefully, and briskly exclaimed — 

'^ Ah, commandant ! you do me the singular 
honour to receive me in person." 

" Tordnor ! I can do no less ! " gruffly muttered 
the old General, twitching his beard, and staring with 
undisguised curiosity and amazement at his prisoner. 

" Well, General Poulsen," pleasantly added Von- 
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yed ; ^' as I am to be your guest for a few days, I 
trust that we shall each do our duty, and part with 
regret" 

" Not on my side ! " bluntly cried the commandant. 
" Begret ! Ehmmer of Thor ! I shall be mightily 
reUeved when I deliver you up." 

"To the Headsman!" 

" To the Devil himself, for what I care 1 " growled 
old Poulsen. 

" 0, Gteneral Poulsen ! and is it thus you welcome 
meP" said Vonved, smiling blandly, and regarding 
the grim old soldier with an air of gentle reproach. 

" Ourse your impudent banter, you son of Lucifer!" 
fairly roared the irate commandant; whilst several of 
his younger officers tittered and exchanged looks of 
arch amusement. 

"Commandant Poulsen," gravely observed Von- 
ved ; " I have come from afar to visit you, and par- 
take of your hospitality ; but permit me to say, that 
unless you treat me more cordially, I shall indubit- 
ably quit your citadel in less than twenty-four hours, 
without the customary ceremony of bidding you a 
courteous farewell." 

At this daring open declaration of Yonved's inten- 
tion to speedily escape, Q-eneral Poulsen was for a 
moment too astounded to reply, but gulping down a 
tremendous soldier's oath, he muttered to himself 

VOL. n. D 
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something to the effect that forewarned is foreaimed. 
To Vonved he sternly exclaimed — 

" Predlos ! you have not oome to a paltry wooden 
guard-house, but to Gitadellet Fredenkshayn, and 
you have not Baron Leutenberg for governor " 

" Would to heaven I had ! " gently sighed Vonved. 

" I do not doubt you ! But I am commandant 
here!'' 

" A fact which does infinite credit to the marvellous 
sagacity and unerring judgment of Frederick, our 
Eing ! " demurely remarked Vonved, who for some 
secret reason appeared to take an imaccountable and 
apparently imprudent delight in irritating the Gfene- 
ral. Yet so intuitively profound was Vonved*s pene- 
tration of character, and so deftly could he mask his 
real object, that it was more than probable he deliber- 
ately uttered every polished taunt, and weighed the 
effect of every word ere his lips gave it utterance. 

" Away with him ! " yeUed the exasperated com- 
mandant, stamping furiously. "To the dungeon 
with this mocking-bird ! " 

Two stalwart grenadiers, bayonet in hand, each 
grasped an arm of Vonved, and accompanied by 
torch-bearers, several officers, and Poulsen himself, 
the outlaw was hurried towards the dungeon abeady 
prepared for his reception. They first went through 
a species of wide passage or vestibule, at the end of 
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which were three strong oaken doors, each opening 
into a corridor. An official unlocked a huge padlock 
which secured an iron bar across the central door, and 
the party proceeded down the corridor, which was 
narrow and vaulted, until a second door, trebly barred, 
was reached. It opened on to a small landing, in 
which a heavy iron trap-door, being unbolted, was 
raised* by a pulley permanently affixed for the pur- 
pose, and a steep flight of narrow wooden stairs were 
olosed. Down these Vonved was conducted, and they 
terminated in another corridor, the stone pavement 
of which was twelve feet below the level of the 
ground, and almost as deep as the foundations of 
the building. It was thirty feet in length, about 
seven wide, and nine high, to the centre of its arched 
top. It was built of solid stone ; and though cold 
and dismal, was not damp, and scrupulously clean. 
It had neither windows nor loop-holes, but an ample 
supply of fresh air was derived through pipes. Two 
iron lamps suspended from the ceiling were intended 
to light the place when necessary. 

At the end of this corridor was the door of the 
dimgeon destined to receive Vonved. It was situated 
in the very centre of the foundations of the edifice, 
and had been expressly built many years before to 
insure the confinement of either State prisoners, or 
great malefactors, whose safe keeping was deemed 

D 2 
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important. The door was low and square, and of 
prodigious strength. A stone wall, four feet thick, 
formed the partition between the corridor and the 
dungeon, and the door hung in a massive oast-iron 
frame, bolted and clamped into the wall. The 
door itself was of oak, one foot in thickness, stud- 
ded with huge iron knobs, both inside and out, as 
closely as they could be driven. It was secured 
in the centre by an enormous lock, with three 
bolts, and at top and bottom were two wrought-iron 
bars, each two inches square, fitted in sockets like 
bars across the door. "When opened, the dungeon 
itself was revealed to view. It was roomy enough, 
fourteen feet square, and its height considerably ex- 
ceeded that of the corridor, being twelve feet, with 
a flat roof. It was stony throughout. Stone ceiling, 
stone walls, stone floor, — ^the latter composed of huge 
green flagstones from the island of Vala. like the 
corridor, it had no direct commimication with the 
open air. Not a ray of daylight could ever penetrate. 
It was ventilated with iron pipes, and a bronze lamp 
suspended by a chain from the ceiling, afforded the 
only light its inmates could receive. Furniture, pro- 
perly speaking, it had none. In the centre of the 
floor was a beam of oak driven deep in the ground, 
and cut off so as to form a block two feet high, and 
all the way along one side of the dungeon, at the 
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lieight of twenty inches, was a bench of oak slightly 
hollowed, two feet broad and four inches thick, in- 
tended to serve as a bed for the prisoner. There was 
no mattress, nor blankets, but a long round straw 
pillow, enclosed in leather, and stuffed nearly as hard 
as a cricket balL Several strong iron rings protruded 
from the walls. 

When Yonved was introduced into the dungeon 
its swinging lamp was already lighted, and on each 
side of the oak block stood a smith, with leathern 
apron in front, brawny arms bared to the shoulders, 
hammer in hand; a small anvil, chains, boxes of 
tools, rivets and file on the floor. 

Lars Vonved had quietly but most keenly noted 
every thing from the moment he passed the threshold 
of the vestibule. His piercing eyes glanced swiftly 
and comprehensively on all sides — ^nothing escaped 
his furtive scrutiny — ^nothing that he saw, nothing 
that he heard, but was instantly registered in his 
memory. 

The commandant gazed intently at Vonved to note 
what effect the aspect of the dimgeon created, but the 
outlaw's countenance was unmoved, though a smile 
of calm disdain wreathed his lips. 

" I perceive I am an expected guest,'* remarked he. 

"None the less welcome for that," chuckled the 
commandant. 
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important. The door was low and bt ^l I ahall 
prodigious strength. A stone wall, ' j valuable, for 
formed the partition between the -/ guarded in his 
dungeon, and the door hung in 
frame, bolted and clamped ' » "^^ "^^ 7^^ ^©re 
door itself was of oak, on© -nnission." 
ded with huge iron knob? • onve^ softly, with a sin- 
closely as they could ^ 

in the centre by an .i^ed General Poulsen. "Tord- 
bolts, and at top sn^lo^ weU enough, and none better 
bars, each two mfM^in Vonved— if such be your titie 
bars across the .r.inie, though he would be a rash man 
itself was reveMtliO'* Bethink where you stand. See 
fourteen {QeUone walls I Smite them, and they will 
ceeded thaiiupaasive as the living rock whence they 
a fiat roo^ J. See the manades for your body — ^the 
stone WTsiJid do<MP — the sentinels who will keep guard 
green .iiddayl*' 

corrif" ^® ^^''^ ^ve been trebly fettered, dimgeoned, 
ope- ^^^^ — wid yet they escaped," quietly responded 
jf ,ved. 

• No man bom of a woman shall ever escape from 
jis dungeon whilst I am commandant of the citadel !" 
linnly and menacingly replied General Poulsen. 

liife is very sweet — and never sweeter than when 
Death outstretches his sable wings. SeK-preservatiou 



k 



COUNT OF EL8IN0RB. 55 

^ynarvelloufl infltinct ;" sententiously replied 

\ 

ou a pair of wings to fly away ? Art 
\us magician, at whose invocation a 
\3e this door to vanish, and convey 
k . isible to mortal ken P " 

. not a bird. General Poulsen, and am too 
a Lutheran to seek demoniac aid even to save 
ine from the wheel." 

The commandant laughed scornfully. 
** Then you confess you are impotent to escape .^" 
" Time will show. I see what you cannot see." 
"What is thatP" and Poulsen stared rather anx- 
ionflly about him, imderstanding Vonved's words in 
a literal sense only. 
"A star." 

" A star ! Ouf ! stars in plenty are shining over- 
head, but stone walls are not tissue paper." 
" Yet do I see a beauteous star." 
"Has it a name?" 
"The star of Hope!" 

"Ha!" and the General now began to have a 
glimmering conception of Vonved's meaning. " Has 
it a speech and language P " 

"I can read its bright beams. They tell me it 
* shines still for whosoever believes in it.' " 
" Enough of this childish folly ! " angrily roared 
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the oommandaiit. " A night's rest here will cool your 
brain, and you will see no staxs of hope on the mor- 
row. Fellows ! do your duty." 

In a twinkling Vonved was led dose up to the 
block in the centre of the dungeon. The fetters 
which he now wore had been put on at Nyborg. 
They consisted of an ordinary pair of handcuffe, and 
a ring on each leg connected with a light chain. Pre- 
vious orders having been given, the smiths knew what 
they had to do. They first took oflf the leg fetters, 
and casting them aside, produced a very much heavier 
set. By aid of the anvil they first firmly riveted 
a broad iron hoop round each leg just above the ankle, 
and these hoops were connected by a chain, two 
feet in length, composed of three heavy links, each 
cross-barred. The handcuffs were likewise removed, 
and another pair, specially prepared, were put on, 
not made to lock, but to rivet. When the one on 
the right wrist had been firmly riveted, the end of a 
strong chain of short links was riveted to a sort of 
iron loop, projecting from the handcuff on the inner 
side of the wrist. The left handcuff was put on in 
the same manner, and riveted to the other end of the 
chain, which was not more than twenty-four inches 
in length. Next a wrought-iron hoop, two inches in 
width, and half an inch in thickness, was bent roimd 
his body. The two ends were made so that when 
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they met in front, one end passed through an opening 
or loop of the other end, and the anvil being placed 
on the block, the smiths passed a thick rivet through, 
and clenched it so as to immovably secure the hoop. 
The centre of that portion of the hoop which encir- 
cled the back of Vonved was already provided with a 
strong iron eye, or loop, and to it was next riveted 
the end link of a chftin. That being done, the other 
end of the chain was riveted to one of the large iron 
rings bolted to the wall above the wooden bench, and 
the length of this body-chain being seven to eight 
feet, would enable the captive to walk to the centre 
of his dungeon and no farther. A swivel was in the 
middle of the chain to prevent twisting. 

Nearly an hour was consumed in these soul-sicken- 
ing operations to confine a man, made in the image 
of his Maker, in a more degrading manner than if 
he had been an untamable wild beast, and during 
this period hardly a word was uttered aloud. The 
smiths spoke in an undertone as they plied their 
hammers and files; the officers present exchanged 
significant looks, and gravely whispered; the soldiers 
and assistants stood in awe-stricken silence ; Vonved 
himself never imclosed his lips, never moved a limb 
except to suit the convenience of the men who were 
chaining him, and the general expression of his fea- 
tures was cabn and stem as those of an ancient statue 

T>5 
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designed to personify Fate. Yet who could tell what 
fiery thoughts surged through his powerful brain P 
What burning indignation and hate unquenchable 
filled his mighty heart P What tremendous agony 
his proud soul endured at such unparalleled igno- 
miny P What appalling vows of future vengeance on 
the authors of his wrongs P What secret and infalli- 
ble faith in a day of fearful retribution P 

Whatever General Poulsen's faults might be, and 
however blunt his feelings were by nature and indu- 
rated by habit, he certainly was not wantonly cruel, 
and took no pleasure in prolonging the present pain- 
ful scene. No sooner was the last rivet securely 
clenched, than he harshly intimated to the group of 
officers and to the soldiers who were pressing into the 
dimgeon, that the sooner they dispersed the better he 
should be pleased ; and being promptly obeyed, he 
ordered a few final arrangements. The smiths col- 
lected their tools and departed. A warder or gaoler 
then entered, and brought in a wooden tray contain- 
ing a substantial supper of cold meats, a long loaf of 
black rye bread, a stone pitcher of water with a crane- 
like neck, and a small flask of brsendeviin — ^the ordi- 
nary white com brandy used at almost every meal in 
Denmark — and set it on the top of the oak block, 
which among its other uses was intended to serve as 
a table for the inmate of the dimgeon. Neither knife 
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nor fork was allowed, the meat being ready out into 
small fragments, and the hard rye loaf sliced so 
nearly through that convenient portions could readily 
be broken off. 

The General then addressed Yonved : 

" Prisoner, I have received no orders whatever re- 
garding your diet, and therefore, so long as you 
remain in my charge, I shall take care that you axe 
regularly supplied with good nutritious meals. The 
lamp will bum until your breakfast is brought in the 
morning, and its supply of oil shall be replenished 
whenever needM ; and trust me, its honest light will 
be more useful to you than the rays of that imaginary 
star you so weakly delude yourself about ! " 

"Commandant! I most heartily thank you for 
your unexpected kindness towards me, and will glad- 
ly drink your health this very night; but let me assure 
you, that the bright beams of my star are not imagin- 
ary, but real, and can brightly illimiine the gloomiest 
cranny of this innermost dimgeon." 

" Ho-ho ! then this lamp is very needless. Shall 
I save* the King's stores by ordering it to be extin- 
guished P" dryly queried Pouken. 

"No, no, commandant!" said Vonved, with an 
airy laugh, yet speaking in an earnest tone; **let 
me have the lamp alight night and day, just to show 
how gratefully I can appreciate the manly feeling 
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which prompted you to order me such an indul- 
gence." 

The old Q-eneral looked hard and thoughtfully at 
Vonved, hesitated a moment, seemed inclined to 
speak, but restrained himseK, and bowing stiffly, 
went forth without saying another word. 

The massive door slowly grated on its hinges — the 
triple bolts of its huge look were shot with a clang 
that echoed hollowly adown the cold corridor — ^the 
ponderous iron bars were carefully fitted in their 
sockets. Then two trusty sentinels, armed with 
loaded muskets and fixed bayonets, were stationed in 
the corridor, and the residue of the party ascended 
by the steep wooden stairs to the story above— the 
ground floor of the citadel, in fact — and lowered and 
bolted the iron trap door on the landing. In the 
second corridor adjoining, two more sentinels were 
stationed, and one other was placed in the vestibule 
leading thereto. Night and day five soldiers were to 
be thus on guard over one dimgeoned and fettered 
prisoner, and they were to be relieved every four 
hours. They were furnished with watchwords, and 
strictly ordered to permit no one whatever to ap- 
proach the dungeon unless they could answer their 
challenge satisfactorily. 

Thus it was that Lars Vonved was dungeoned in 
Citadellet Frederikshavn. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

FRIENDS IN NEED. 

It was wisely said of old, that " a friend cannot 
be known in prosperity, nor an enemy hidden in ad- 
versity." This truth was experienced by the wife of 
Lars Vonved. Her summer friends now professed to 
know her not ; and her secret enemies — ^for even she 
had some, as who has not? — openly exulted, and 
avowed thabthey had long foreseen that the recluse 
dwellers at King's Cairn were unrighteous. Whilst 
the warm sunlight illumines the earth we cannot see 
the orbs of Heaven ; but when darkness curtains the 
sky each secret star is revealed, resplendent in its 
pathway of glory. Even so Amalia Vonved — ^for 
nevermore will she bear the wife's name she received 
at the altar — ^in the sunshine of prosperity could not 
know, beyond the possibility of error, her true Mends ; 
but now the dark pall of adversity enshrouded her, 
a few real devoted friends stood forth as bright stars 
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in the dome of night. The good clergyman and his 
wife hurried to her as soon as they knew beyond 
doubt that Captain Vinterdalen, and Lars Vonved 
that night sei^sed, were one and the same. They had 
hardly crossed the threshold of King's Caim ere 
Bertel Eovsing rushed in after them, actuated by the 
same noble motives. like them, his generous heart 
intuitively acquitted Amalia of any knowing partici- 
pation in, or even knowledge of, the criminal deeds 
of her outlawed husband. It was ahnost midnight 
when these Mends came to the house of woe and 
wailing, and Amalia had not long recovered strength 
and composure sufficient to be alive to the horrible 
agony of that night's discovery. A very few words 
from her explained the main facts of her position — 
the bare outline of Vonved's story, and her own utter 
ignorance of his identity with Captain Vinterdalen 
until two hours agone. And then her vehement 
heart-cry was to join her husband — ^to clasp the father 
of her boy to her bosom, and sob her forgiveness— 
to tell him that she loved him more than ever — ^to 
share his dimgeon, to live or die with or for h\rn- 
They tenderly soothed and told her that Vonved waff 
abready on his way to Nyborg, and hardly could they 
pacify her to remain imtil the morrow, for she wished 
to set forth that instant in his track. 

" Listen, lady — ^hear me, my dear, dear friend I " 



COUNT OF ELSINORE. 63 

cried poor Bertel, dasping Amalia's hand between 
both his own, whilst his great black eyes flashed 
dazzlingly through a mist of hot tears. ^^ The Lord 
onr Q-od only knoweth what a day, or what an hour 
may bring forth. This mom I was more wretched 
than tongue can express, and ere noon I was trans- 
ported with happiness — almost mad with joy and 
gratitude — ^for a noble lady came and bade me hope 
for a future more brilliant than my dreams of fame 
and fortime 'ever painted, and she bought a picture 
— and oh ! dear, generous friend ! thou who hast so 
befriended me in my time of bitterest need, shall not 
my heart leap responsive in this thine hour of awM- 
lest affliction ? Lo, I am here to comfort thee, to aid 
thee, to devote myself to thee. All that I have, aU 
that I can earn is at thy service. See ! here are a 
thousand specie dalers I this day received for my 
picture. On the morrow we will leave this place— 
thou wilt permit me to go with thee as a devoted and 
ever grateful friend, a brother. Before we depart I 
will see the Baroness who has taken me by the hand, 
and assured me that my future fortune and happiness 
shall be her care. I will tell her thy story, and im- 
plore her counsel, her protection, her aid. Ah I she 
is a great and noble lady, very wise and tender- 
hearted ; and the Baron her lord, is powerful at the 
court of our sovereign, and will not refuse any boon 
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she craves. CoTirage ! dear Mend. Q-od Almighty 
will never forsake thee, and he will raise Mends to 
plead thy cause, and will incline the heart of the King 
to pardon thine husband." 

The minister and his wife were not so enthusiastic 
as the impulsive child of genius, but they honoured 
the spirit that dictated his impassioned effort at con- 
Bolation, and they prayerftdly cried Amen to his pro- 
phetic expression of faith in God's protection and 
mercy. 

Reverently draw a veil over the sacred anguish of 
the wife and mother, whose lacerated heart, all through 
that feral night, continually ejaculated broken peti- 
tions unto the Throne of Omnipotence, even as the 
crushed rose exhales sweetest perfume. The cry 
of the broken-hearted never is imheard nor disre- 
garded, albeit the Almighty, in inscrutable wisdom, 
may grant or may deny present response and relief, 
as seemeth good unto Him. 

By the morrow's dawn AmaKa and her boy, at- 
tended by Bertel Eovsing, quitted Svendborg ; and 
after a rapid journey reached Nyborg, the place of 
Vonved's temporary detention. During the week he 
remained there all their efforts to obtain even a 
sight of the outlaw were of course ineffectual, and the 
young painter, in his despair, having rashly attempted 
to bribe an officer of the guard to permit Amalia an 
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interview with her husband, was arrested by order of 
Baron Leutenberg, and was closely confined until 
Vonved was on his way to Copenhagen. Immedi- 
ately on being released, Bertel conducted his Mends 
to the capital, arriving there on the morning after 
Vonved had been lodged in the citadel. Ere quitting 
Svendborg he had obtained a hurried interview vdth 
the Baroness Ghmhild Koemperhimmel, and narrated 
to her the outlines of the wondrous story of Vonved 
and A mall a. The Baroness seemed exceedingly 
struck vrith the narrative, and asked Bertel several 
questions which he could not answer, nor at all com- 
prehend their import and aim. She told him that in 
a day or two she should be in Copenhagen, and would 
endeavour to enlist the sympathy of the Baron for 
the outlaw and his wife, but did not disguise her ap- 
prehension that her husband's influence with the 
government would be of little avail. 

The first act of Bertel on arriving at the capital, 
was to ascertain the little publicity known as to the 
probable fate of Vonved, and then he hurried to the 
town residence of his patroness. Unhappily she was 
not at home, having gone on some short visit to a 
friend in the coimtry, but in thoughftd anticipation 
of such an event, she had given orders that when 
Herr Eovsing called he should be presented to her 
husband himself. This was accordingly done. Baron 
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Kcemperhimmel was considerably older than his wife, 
being upwards of fifty years of age, and their mar- 
riage was nunoured to have been a very romantic 
and somewhat mysterious affair. He was of ancient 
lineage, possessed vast ancestral estates in Zealand 
and Jutland, and for many years had held offices of 
State commensurate with his rank and wealth. He 
was at present a Privy Coimcillor, though not one of 
the ministry, a general in the army, Gband Master of 
the Ordnance, and the ninth of the thirty-one Knights 
(including the King) on the roll of the princely Order 
of the Elephant. He was a small but well-shaped 
man, his features were plain and large, but an air of 
dignity and command redeemed them from being 
common-place ; his eye was cahn and penetrative, his 
manners refined and noble. He had the reputation 
of being a subtie diplomatist, and it was generally 
asserted that he was one of the most confidential 
political advisers of the King, and that many impor- 
tant measures in which he did not appear at all per- 
sonally interested or concerned, were nevertheless to 
be ascribed to his secret counsel and suggestion. 

He received Bertel courteously and kindly; listened 
attentively to all he had to say and plead, and evinced 
mingled interest, astonishment, and a dash of secret 
incredulity, when the true story of Vonved was pas- 
sionately narrated by the eager-hearted yoimg painter. 
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The Baron frankly admitted that he had some influ- 
ence with his sovereign, and that, partly in pity for 
the innocent wife of the outlaw, but mainly in defe- 
rence to the urgent entreaties of the Baroness, he 
would appeal to the royal clemency, but he at the 
same time stated his belief that no intercession what- 
ever would obtain a pardon for Vonved. He very 
cautiously abstained from expressing any personal 
opinion concerning the outlaw, but said that the latter 
would not be brought before the Supreme Court of 
Judicature (which sits at Christiansborg Palace at 
Copenhagen, the King of Denmark himself being 
the nominal, and on great occasions the real presi- 
dent), insomuch that he had previously been formally 
condemned to the wheel, and that it was only neces- 
sary to prove his identity and to procure the royal 
sign manual to his old sentence (requisite in capital 
cases in Denmark) ere appointing a day for his execu- 
tion. 

Bertel's heart sunk within him. 

" Do I rightly understand your Excellency *to mean 
that Vonved may be executed at any time without 
the possibility of appeal, or any further trial before 
the Supreme Court P" 

" Undoubtedly : the instant the former sentence 

* In Denmark a Enight of the Elephant has a legal right to the 
title of ••Excellency." 
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receives — ^if it has not already received — ^the signa- 
ture of our sovereign, the condemned may be executed 
forthwith, or at any time that may be appointed." 

" There is no possible hope for him but in the 
King's mercy?" 

" None. The King alone can consign him to the 
scaffold, or can commute his terrible sentence." 

" Or can pardon P " 

" Can pardon :" slowly and gravely repeated the 
Baron. " Yes, the power to ftdly pardon is imques- 
tionably the prerogative of our King, but I do not wish 
you, nor the poor wife of this Vonved, to indulge in 
vain expectations ; and therefore I repeat my indivi- 
dual conviction that a pardon will never be granted. 
I only anticipate obtaining a change of the sentence 
from the wheel to simple decapitation, or at the very 
utmost, if the outlaw's life is spared, perpetual im- 
prisonment." 

Ever impulsive and outspoken, Bertel Rovsing, 
carried away by his friendship for Amalia, and excited 
by his innate abhorrence of aught resembling cruelty 
or even severity, began to exclaim against the venge- 
ful laws and the implacable nature of the King who 
would enforce them in such a case, but he was 
promptly checked by the Baron, who austerely re- 
minded him that his zeal was doubtless well meant 
on behalf of his friends, but that such a manifestation 
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of it was worse than indiscreet, and only calculated 
to injure the cause he advocated. 

" The Baroness is singularly interested in you, 
Herr Eovsing," he repKed in a milder tone, " and 
to gratify her — ^putting out of the question any pri- 
vate inclination I may have, owing to old reminis- 
censes — ^I am willing and desirous to avail myself of 
the gracious favour with which the Xing Is pleased to 
regard me, by approaching him to intercede for the 
criminal whom you wish to save from the doom his 
own desperate and deliberate deeds have drawn on 
his head. But imless you refrain from intemperate 
language, expressive of the feelings you have just 
manifested, neither I nor any other person can or 
dare attempt aught in his favour." 

Bertel would have spoken to vindicate himself, but 
the Baron interrupted him. 

" Enough, Herr Eovsing. You are young and 
enthusiastic. Your head is wrong in this matter, but 
your heart is very right, and its impulses do honour 
to human nature. Do you know whether Vonved or 
his wife has any friend of rank or influence at court, 
who could or would act with me, and support my 
appeal to the clemency of my royal master ?" 

" I do not know, your Excellency ; I fear not.'' 

" And yet you told me that Madame Vonved" — 
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"The Countess of Elsinore, your Excellency!" 
hastily and firmly cried Bertel. 

The Baron smiled sadly. 

" We need not dispute about her name or title," 
said he, in a tone of mild reproof, " when the life of 
her husband is in such deadly jeopardy." 

" Pardon, your Excellency, but he is the Count of 
Elsinore, and she is his wife, and consequently his 
Countess." . 

" That is a matter I shall not discuss ; and I trust 
the unhappy lady herself will be sufficiently prudent 
not to assume the title whilst the fate of her hus- 
band is at all undecided. You told me that she was 
the only child of the gallant Colonel Orvig, who fell 
bravely fighting in defence of this city in 1807 ?" 

"I did." 

" I knew Colonel Orvig — ^I served as a subaltern in 
his own regiment — and a better soldier or more loyal 
subject than he never drew sword for king and coun- 
try. Surely the daughter of such a man cannot fail 
of powerftd friends in her hour of need P" 

" Ah, your Excellency, QxkI only knows. When 
Colonel Orvig was slain, his widow removed, with 
her little child, to Hamburg, and thus the old friends 
of her father lost sight of them for ever." 

" There is truth in what you say," thoughtfully 
replied the Baron, " and yet I do not despair to find 
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one— ay, two old Mends of Colonel Orvig, who, for 
the sake of liis memory, will, I think, exert them- 
selves on behalf of his only child." 

Berters ingenuous countenance flushed with joyful 
orprise at this unexpected speech, and his flashing 
ves impatiently inquired 
^*Who are they?" 

' One/' said the Baron, "is the Military Q-ovemor 
Jop^nhageiij and the other is the Bishop of Zea- 



Phe Bishop of Zealand ! the Gtovemor of Copen- 
' Oh, siirely the intercession of such exalted 
-ined to that of your Excellency, will be all- 
ill" 

( tot buoy yourself nor your poor Mends with 

I hope," was the chilling response. " I am 

certain that they will act with me, for I 

m on their co-operation on the groimd that 

i:;ompanion8 in arms of Colonel Orvig a 

a century ago." 

' 118 in arms!" echoed Bertel. "The 

..Uandl" 

> I bat this is no time for an explanation. 
Slofvtingy I wiU be £rank with you. I 
vi>« by halves. Having taken you by 
r, I will cordially advocate the cause 
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you have at heart. There is no time to lose. Let 
us go at once to your unhappy friend." 

Bertel eagerly assented, and in a few minutes in- 
troduced the Baron to Amalia. He briefly heard the 
story of her husband's life from her own lips, and his 
visible emotion did more credit to his heart as a man 
than to his impassibility as a veteran courtier and 
diplomatist. 

At his request, Amalia and her friend Bertel ac- 
companied him to see the Bishop of Zealand, whom 
they happily met with just in time, as the prelate 
was on the very eve of a journey through his diocess. 
In Denmark there are six bishoprics, and the Bishop 
of Zealand is sometimes termed the Bishop of Copen- 
hagen, as he resides in the metropolis. Properly 
speaking, the Danish Lutheran Bishops are only 
chief presbyters, insomuch as they have not the ab- 
solute hierarchical rank, and do not exercise such 
powers as the Church of England confers on her 
Bishops, nor have they revenues and a suite of im- 
mediately subordinate clergy in a manntr commen- 
surate with the English Church. They are, neverthe- 
less, primi inter pares, decidedly ranking, popularly, 
ecclesiastically, and legally, above their brother cler- 
gymen, and their spiritual influence is at least on a 
par with that of the Bishops of our own country. 
As a body, the Danish Bishops are learned, reverend. 
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pious men — ^venerable, not merely by office, but far 
more so by their most estimable private character. 
The Bishop of Zealand, of whom present mention is 
made, was a remarkable man. He commenced life 
as a cavalry officer, and served with much distinction 
for many years, attaining the rank of major-general 
just prior to the bombardment of Copenhagen in 
1807. Within a few months subsequently, actuated 
by an overpowering religious impulse, he for ever re- 
linquished the sword, and became a student in divinity, 
and in .due course was ordained a minister. He speedi- 
ly became celebrated for the eloquence and fervour of 
his gospel-preaching ; and ten years after ceasing to 
be a general in the army, became a bishop of the 
church. ^ He now, at the age of fourscore and five 
years, retained much vigour of body, combined with 
ripe maturity of intellect. He wore the same dress 
as aU. Lutheran clergymen wear to this day — a black 
plaited silk gown, and a large white ruff round his 
neck. 

To the narrative of Amalia the venerable Bishop 
listened with exceeding interest, and his consent to 
aid in an appeal to the King was instantly ac- 
corded. 

"'Tis an extraordinary story, this of thine, my 
child," said he to Amalia ; " but I can believe it, and 
think I can trace the hand of Providence in much 
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which seems a mysterious fatality. I well remember 
mine ancient comrade and friend, thy gallant father. 
He was also the comrade of General Otto Qam, our 
present Military Governor; and, if I remember a- 
right, Colonel Orvig once did a weighty service for 
Qflm> which he cannot have forgotten." 

" I am very glad to know tiiat," said the Baron, 
^* for we aro about to apply for his aid in this sad 
case." 

" Then I will also go with you, and that at onoel" 
cheerily cried tiie good Bishop. " I am not unknown 
to the Governor: I served with him in one campaign. 
Gome ! I think we shall find him at his own house in 
Ostergade." 

In a few minutes tiie whole party were in presence 
of the Governor, a man only nine years the junior 
of the Bishop, and, like him, yet preserving his 
physical and mental powers to an unusual degree. 
He was a tall, erect man, very thin, very gruflf, very 
restless. His hair, white as driven snow, was worn 
in a peculiarly unsoldierlike fashion, for it thickly 
floated back down his neck and shoulders at its full 
natural length, and mingled with his huge beard, 
which descended even below his breast. He looked 
like an old human lion; and from amidst the tangled 
mass of white hair were three tawny patches of cheeks 
and forehead, and a huge hooked nose resembling a 
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vulture's bill, and two deeplynsunken fiery eyes, 
over-shadowed by immense grisly eyebrows. 

The party arrived at an inauspicious moment. The 
old Qovemor was accustomed to dine sharp to the 
minute, and his dinner was ready just when the 
visitors took him by storm. Had not one of them 
been the Baron KoBmperhimmel, and another the 
Bishop of Zealand, he probaUy would have uncere- 
moniously ki(i:ed them aU down stairs in rapid suc- 
cession ; but as it was, he greeted the aged Bishop 
with the stiffest of all stiiff military bows, and the 
Baron with a grunt, and Amalia and Bertel with a 
savage scowl, and then grimly awaited to know the 
reason of their unseasonable Tisit. A few introduotory 
words from the Bishop effected a marvellous change. 

" Tordner ! " shouted the Governor, in a voice so 
deep and guttural that his hearers started. " What 
is this you say?" 

Baron Koemperiiimmel took up the thread of the 
narrative, and not one word of interruption did the 
Governor utter, though his occasional grunts and 
growls and muttered oaths of amazement were suffi- 
ciently expressive. When he had heard all he turned 
to the venerable Bishop. 

" Old comrade ! " brusquely cried he, "when Gene- 
ral Drammen gave the order for our brigade to furnish 
the forlorn hope at the storming of Tutta, you and I 
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were among the volunteers. What did we ask of 
Colonel Brentvard, who led ns to the breach, as a 
particular personal favour f" 

" We begged him to permit us to each lead one of 
the two foremost companies of stormers,'' answered 
the Bishop, a glow of ancient military pride flushing 
his fine old benevolent face. 

" We did ! and well we both performed our duty. 
I have a similar boon to beg in this business." 

"What is that?" 

" I ask you all to let me lead the forlorn hope — ^let 
me be the first to appeal to the King on behalf of the 
husband of the only child of my dear old comrade, 
Wilhehn Orvig — ^for I now see at a glance that she 
is Orvig's daughter — ay, ay, the same clear-cut, 
brave, honest features, the same bright thoughtful 
eye!" 

The' Bishop and the Baron exchanged expressive 
looks of satisfaction, and the latter took upon him to 
reply. 

" G-eneral Otto Gham " 

"Here!" ^ 

The Baron smiled kindly. 

" You answer like a soldier on parade, Gheneral ! 
I only addressed you by name, because " 

" I want no * because ! ' " 

" WeU, then, in a word " 
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"A *word' means fifty complex sentences mth 
you courtiers ! " 

^* You are as rough as a bear, General, as prickly 
as a porcupine, as morose as a hysena, as" 

" Go on ! " growled Otto Gam. 

" As true as steel, and tender-hearted as a gentle 
woman ! " 

" Phut ! " puffed the old General, scowling as fierce- 
ly as he possibly could, whilst his piercing eyes were 
dimmed with huge tears. " Youy Baron Kcemper- 
himmel, are a sleek, smooth-spoken, cunning, dis- 
sembling knave of a diplomatist, but, withal, a gene- 
rous-hearted, liberal-minded fellow, a thousand times 
too good for your trade in life. Give me your hand, 
you unmitigated rogue ! " 

" Oh — o-oh ! " whimpered the Baron, half in jest, 
half in earnest, as the veteran warrior wrung his 
hand in an iron grip. 

^' Ha-ha ! I'm a bear ! a porcupine ! a hysena ! 
Ami?" 

" Oh ! o-o-oh ! Worse — a million times worse ! A 
ferocious heathen ! a boa-constrictor ! a vampire ! " 

" What ! there is life in the old dog yet ! " cried 
Otto Gam, hugely delighted. 

" life ! " echoed the politic Baron, extricating his 
hand, and shaking his fingers much in the droll 
fashion of a cat who has inadvertently plunged her 
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paw into ioy water. " Why, on my soul and con- 
soienoe, Q-eiieral Otto Gum, I would as soon have my 
poor hand sq-oeezed in a steel Tice ! " 

The Military Goyeruor of Copenhagen ohuokled 
immensely. 

*^It is understood, then?" said he, at length. 

"Conditionally." 

^^WhatP" 

" You have called me a cunning courtier and diplo- 
matist, General, and you must be aware that warriors 
do not lead what you — ^I fear only too truly— call the 
forlorn hope, until diplomatists have found it neces- 
sary to call in the aid of the sword, to out the knot 
the tongue cannot untie. Permit me the task of as- 
certaining the real dangers which we must encoimter 
in the forthcoming assault, and then we will all con- 
sult together as to the best way to unite our forces 
for the attack. That decided, you, my gallant old 
Mend, shall, as you desire, lead the storming party." 

" Good : you have some generalship in you. Why 
were you not a soldier ?" 

"You agree. General?" 

" I do. Prepare your plans for the assault ; and 
when the word is given, old Otto Gum will lead the 
stormers, and carry the fortress or perish. Yes!" 
cried he, turning towards Amalia, and gazing at 
her with deep and unaffected emotion, " I will do aa 
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I say. Toor father, lady, was my dearest and best 
friend, when he and I were young soldiers, and it so 
happened that he once did me a vitally important 
service— no matter what. I would have done as 
much for him, but I never had the opportunity. See ! 
Gtod's ways are not our ways. I am a rough old 
sinner, but I recognise Gk)d'a hand in bringing you 
here this day. When Wilhelm Orvig nobly died a 
soldier's death, I said to myself, * I have two things 
now to regret to my dying day. I shall ever mourn 
the loss of my friend, and never more can I do aught 
to repay the deibt of gratitude I owe him.' But you 
come here and show me what a blind dotard I have 
been. Forty-five years I have been a debtor to your 
father and to his memory ; the time has eome which 
I never thought to live to see, when I can in some 
sort repay my debt, and I thank Ghod for it." 

" Q-od Almighty bless you, General ! " burst from 
the full heart of Am alia. 

"And Q-od bless thee, my poor child, and grant 
us all we crave ! " tenderly and solenmly said Otto 
Gham, folding her to his breast, and kissing her fore- 
head. 

Another moment, and grim old Q-ovemor Gam 
was himself, or afiected to be. 

" Oflf with you ! '' roared he ; " Bishop and Baron, 
man wd woman, away with ye all! My soup is 
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almost cold, and I won't have my stomach deranged 
for all the bishops, outlaws, and courtiers in Chris- 
tendom ! *' 

" Oh, Baron ! " whispered the excited and enthusi- 
astic young painter, as they descended the stairs, 
^^what friends Heaven raises for us! We gather 
force like a rolling snowbalL First a snowball, and 
at last an avalanche which will sweep all before it ! " 

"Alas!" murmured the older and wiser Baron, 
^^ there is one thing which even an avalanche cannot 
destroy— one thing which it only falls upon to be 
itself shattered to atoms." ^ 

"And that is?" 

" A living rock." 

«Ha! And our rock?" 

"The King!" 
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CHAPTER XVn. 



Denmark is one of the oldest — some say the veiy 
oldest — of European monarchies ; and consequently 
the Danish annals are crowded with a prodigiously 
long Kst of kings — a few good, several superlatively 
bad, and the majority indifferent. Their very names 
would fill a roll almost as long as that of a regiment 
of dragoons ; and of all the number perhaps there is 
not one who, on the whole, has bequeathed to pos- 
terity a more estimable memory than Frederick VI. 
— ^the monarch on whose fiat the life of Lars Vonved 
now depended. This man was every inch a king. 
He had some grave faults — ^who has not P — ^but he 
was eminently fitted by nature to be a sovereign ruler. 
His name is yet reverenced by the peasantry of Den- 
mark, and with good reason, for he it was who (when 
Prince of Denmark) obtained for them a recognition 
of their rights as free citizens of the country — for 
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until then they were virtually mere serfs. The pea- 
sants erected, in 1788, an obelisk of liberty, in one 
of the suburbs of Copenhagen, to commemorate their 
gratitude to Prince Frederick. An English wanderer 
has gazed on that beautiful memorial with beating 
heart and thoughtftd mind. It is adorned at the 
angles of its base by four colossal figures, emblematic 
of Fidelity, Agriculture, Bravery, and Patriotism. 
This is a noble episode in the life of Frederick, and 
others of a different kind, equally, or yet more strik- 
ing, are not wanting. 

Christian VJJL., who became King of Denmark in 
1766, was an unhappy sovereign, whose reign was 
disgraced from an early period by some very misera- 
ble and notorious intrigues and melancholy catastro- 
phes, and in 1784 he was declared insane, and the 
Crown Prince Frederick henceforth became Eegent, 
or virtual ruler of the kingdom, and continued such 
until 1808, when on the death of Christian VII., he 
ascended the throne as Frederick VI., and reigned 
until his demise in 1840. Including the twenty-four 
years of his Eegency, he was the supreme ruler of 
the Danish dominions for the exceeding long space 
of fifty-six years. 

It was as Crown Prince and Eegent that Frederick 
achieved imperishable renown. The epoch of his ca- 
reer in question is closely connected with an extremely 
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interestiiig passage in our own national annals, and 
also with one of the greatest victories of our mighty 
seaman, Nelson. The details of the ^' Battle of the 
Baltic," as it was called, are familiar aUke to Briton 
and to Dane. Campbell's deathless ode sublimely 
immortalizes the day when— 

" To battle fierce came forth 
All the might of Demuark's crowxi» 
And her amu along the deep proudly shone. 
By each gun a lighted brand 
In a bold determined hand. 
And the Prince of aU the land 
Led them on." 

The "Prince of all the land" was Frederick, and 
moat nobly did he acquit himself through the awful 
fight. The battle commenced five minutes after ten 
on the second of April, 1801, and in less than an 
hour's time became general along the entire line. 
The Danes fought with even more than their charac- 
teristic bravery and determination — ^and no marvel, 
for every thing they held dear was at stake. They 
were fighting for their king, their country, their 
capital, their homes; and the consciotisness that their 
wives and families were praying for their success, and 
if not actually present, at least within hearing of the 
battle, nerved every arm. As to our own countrymen, 
it is enough to say that they fought for victory, and 
under such a captain aa Nelson, that was sufficient 
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stiinuliifl for them. The part which the veteran gene- 
ral Knut Vonved and his two sons, (the father and 
uncle of Lars Yonyed) took in this great fight, has 
abeady been narrated. By half-past one, p. m., the 
Danish fire slackened, and in another hour their ships 
and batteries were so nearly silenced that — 

** A feeble cheer the Dane 
To our cheering sent ns back ; — 
Their shots along the deep slowly boom : 
Then cease — and all is wail, 
As they strike the shattered sail, 
Or in conflagration pale 
light the gloom." 

Nelson's two famous notes to the Crown Prince (sent 
under a flag of truce) undoubtedly contributed mate- 
rially to induce what may be termed a somewhat 
premature cessation of the obstinate fight, which the 
Danes even yet doggedly maintain to have been a 
drawn battle. If so, why did they permit Nelson 
to avail himseK of its results as though he had won 
a decided victory ? It was a victory — ^very hardly 
won and dearly bought. The English had 1,200 
men killed and wounded ; the Danes nearly 2,000. 
The brave men who fell in defence of their capital on 
this fatal day, are interred in the marine cemetery of 
Oesterbro, and no Englishman who visits Copenhagen 
should fail to muse o'er that thrice hallowed spot. 
Nelson himseK warmly admired the indomitable 
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courage of the Danes, and he partioularly noticed . 
indiyidual instances of ahnost unparalleled valour. 
Speaking of one of these, when dining with the 
Crown Prince at the palttce during the armistice, he 
requested to be introduced to a young Danish oflBlcer, 
a mere stripling, whom he had beheld attacking his 
own ship, close under its stem, in a pram. Nelson 
enthusiastically embraced this gallant youth, and 
hinted to the Crown Prince that he deserved to be 
made an admiral. Frederick's reply was fine and 
memorable — stamping him as no common man nor 
commoii prince : — " If, my lord, I were to make all 
my brave officers admirals, I should have no captains 
or lieutenants in my service ! " 

To resume the narrative. 

King Frederick was sojourning at the celebrated 
royal palace of Frederiksborg, a magnificent brick 
edifice situated about four or five leagues from Co- 
penhagen on the road to Elsinore. The Kings of 
Denmark have so many royal palaces that they might 
almost reside in a fresh one every successive week of 
the fifty-two in the year, • but Frederiksborg is the 
favourite country residence. It was built by Chris- 
tian rV., more than two centuries ago, having been 
commenced by his father, Frederick 11. — Whence its 
name. The chapel of this palace is a most superb 
edifice, enriched with works of art of incalculable 
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value. The Danish kings are crowned here. On the 
walls of the gallery, the shields or escutcheons of the 
Knights of the Elephant, and also those of the 
Knights Grand Cross of the Danneborg, are sus- 
pended, and the shields of the dead knights are re- 
moved to a sepaiute hall or crypt. 

King Frederick, like all Scandinavian sovereigns, 
was generally accessible to his subjects. It was not a 
very difficult matter for any person, even although 
not of a rank entitling him to court presentation, to 
obtain a personal audience, if properly requested on 
reasonable grounds. As to such a person as Baron 
Kcemperhimmel (or either of the eminent men asso- 
ciated with him in the proposed attempt to obtain 
mercy tor Lars Vonved), the king was at all times 
willing to give private audience. When temporarily 
retired from the cares of state, at whatever of his 
royal palaces he happened to sojourn, he did not 
hedge himself with pompous regal etiquette, but 
rather delighted to sink the king in the quiet dignity 
of a private gentleman. Whosoever had a tacit right 
to approach his person without formal permission, 
was merely announced as awaiting his pleasure, and 
then, unless particularly occupied or disinclined, this 
virtually despotic monarch would receive him with 
almost as little ceremony as one gentleman receives 
the casual visit of another at his house. 
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King Frederick had dined alone with a keen appe- 
tite, having spent much of the day in walking over 
the demesnes attached to Frederiksborg palace, and 
then had retired in particularly good humour to a 
private cabinet or study adjoining the little tapestried 
dining-room which he invariably used when (as some- 
times happened) he chose to take his meal quite alone. 
This cabinet was a large antique octagonal room, 
very plainly and sparsely famished. An old black 
table, half-a-dozen leather-cushioned beech-wood 
chairs, and a common Banish cast-iron stove, com- 
prised all the furniture, and the walls were almost 
entirely covered with maps and charts, plans <rf cele- 
brated fortresses and battles — ^many of them marked 
by the King's own hand with lines and figures, and 
compass-point indentations. In one comer were three 
shelves of unpainted deal, sustaining about a score of 
quartos and folios — chiefly geographical and statisti- 
cal books of reference; and several open volumes, 
documents, and many loose papers were scattered on 
the table. Close to the stove dosed an immense Jut- 
land mastiff, and at the King's side stood his favour- 
ite deer-hound, its tawny muzzle resting on his knee. 
Frederick sat in a ricketty old^ rush-bottomed arm- 
chair at one end of the table, facing the door, with 
both his elbows resting on a small battered mahogany 
writing desk, on which was outspread a closely- writ- 



88 VONVED THE DANE: 

ten sheet of foolscap paper, which he was intently 
perusing. From time to time he abstra,ctedly plunged 
a wild swan quill pen into a huge dirty lead inkstand, 
and made corrections in the manuscript. He never 
dipped the pen without spattering the superfluous ink 
on the adjoining wall, which was literally blackened 
by this careless habit, and yet he would not permit 
the ink stains to be ever cleansed from the fine old 
carved wainscoating they disfigured. 

Such was the comparatively humble aspect of the 
King of Denmark's favourite study — ^yet great and 
wise men oft crossed its threshold with anxious beat- 
ing hearts ; from it had issued mandates of Peace an^ 
War ; on its table had been signed vitally important 
decrees of state, and many a death-warrant. 

A slow, soft, formal step approached the door of 
the cabinet, and velvet knuckles gave a measured yet 
perfectly audible rap. The King did not uplift his 
face from the desk, but carelessly extended his hand 
to a little silver bell on the table. Tinkle — ^tinkle- 
tinkle ! There was a decorous pause imtil the third 
tinkle had ceased to vibrate, and then the door was 
gently opened and a squat old man in rich but some- 
what fantastic habiliments stood on the threshold, and 
lowly bowed his white head to his sovereign. He 
was the Eoyal Chamberlain. Thrice he repeated his 
profound reverence, and then recovering his natural 
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stature -with a spasmodic jerk, he stood bolt upright, 
ivory staff in hand, and in a clear modulated voice, 
uttered these words : — 

" Sire ! His Excellency the Baron Jansen Koem- 
perhimmel craves audience." 

" Himmel ! " smiled the King, at once echoing 
and punning on the name announced ; " we will re- 
ceive him." 

" Sire ! His Excellency the military governor of 
Copenhagen, General Otto Gam, craves audience." 

" Gram! whatever does old growler Gum want?" 
impatiently muttered King Frederick, still without 
raising his head. - " Admit him." 

" Sire ! the Bishop of Zealand craves " 

" Eh ! " and at length King Frederick looked up 
with a queer puzzled air. " The Bishop of Ziealand P 
It never rains but it pours. What wind can have 
blown such a droU trio hither ? The Courtier, the 
Warrior, the Bishop! Jackdaws, Books, Eavens! 
Well, 'tis six thousand years ago since the world 
began, and human nature is much the same now as 
then. Admit them." 

" The King's will be ever obeyed!" solemnly cried 
the Chamberlain, in his ofiBcial monotonous voice, 
and stepping aside, he admitted old Otto Gam, closely 
followed by Baron Koemperhimmel and the Bishop 
of Zealand. The King gazed steadily and inquir- 
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iogly at them as they slowly adyanoed across the 
threshold. The forlorn hope himselfy General Otto 
Gum, of a verity did not look at all like aman coming 
to ask his Eing to grant a boon. ^^ Growler Gam/' 
as the Eing was wont to famih'arly call the yet^ran 
miUtaiy governor of his capital^ was on all ordinary 
occasions quite soffioiently grim and fieroe, but he 
now entered the presence of his sovereign with a 
mien and aspect absolutely scowling, ferocious, me- 
nacing ! He and his two Mends paused after cross- 
ing the threshcdd, and made areverence to the King 
— Otto Gtam stiffly inclining his leonine head as 
though it worked by a rusty crank. 

At a sign fix)m the Eing the Chamb^lain with- 
drew and closed the door. 

" What brings you to our presence, Mends P" said 
Eing Frederick, in a simple kindly tone, albeit he 
looked keenly from one to another as he spake. 

« Duty!'* growled General Otto Gam, 

" To supplicate a boon, sire!" gently exclaimed 
Baron Eoemperhimmel. 

" To implore mercy at the Fountain of Earthly 
Justice ! " meekly, yet impressively said the Bishop 
of Zealand. 

" Ye speak in parables, gentlemen ! " 

Otto Gam advanced a stride in fipont of his Mends, 
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twirled his white moustaoheB, hemmed fieroely, and 
stared hard at his soyereign. 

^^ My King ! you are the Ibrtress we are aboat to 
cany by storm. I am an old warrior, and act as the 
Forlorn Hope." 

Having spoken so fiur. Otto Gtam tamed round to 
his Mends and fSEtvonred th«n with a oomplaoent 
look which seemed to say — ^* Yoa see, I open jibe 
assault in proper military style." 

^^ My dear Mend," depreoatingly murmured the 
Bishop. 

^^ General," whispered the Baron, in great alarm, 
" you will ruin us if you go on so." 

^'What is the meaning of all this, gentlemen?" 
oried the King, beginning to be both impatient ana 
angry at suoh unaooountable behaviour. ^^ Are you 
oome unbidden to our {Presence to enact a comedy P" 

"A comedy, my King! ah, I wish to Heaven it 
were only that !" groaned Otto Ghun. ^^ It is a tra-. 
gedy, that's what it is ! " 

" General Gam," said the King, gravely, " even 
you might know better than to approach us in this 
unseemly manner. What do you mean by such buf- 
foonery ?" 

"Gracious sire!" hastily interposed the Baron, 
" General Gkun, carried away by his zeal " 

"Buffoonery!" ejaculated Gum, unceremoniously 
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interraptiag the Baron, " does the King call me a 
buffoon in my old age P" 

" Silence, General Gum ! for God's sake remember 
in whose presence we stand, and for what purpose we 
came hither!" whispered the Baron, grasping the 
arm of the indiscreet old soldier. 

" Let go. Baron ! " and he roughly shook the other, 
off. " Do you pretend tcf teach me how to address 
my sovereign P Tordner! I who had served with cre- 
dit in three campaigns before you were even bom! " 

King Frederick dropped his pen on the desk and 
gazed at the group with an air of singular perplexity. 
His natural anger was fast turning to a sense of be- 
wildered amusement at the progress of the strange 
scene. His oldest and most trusted general was here 
wrangling with his wisest counsellor, and the aged 
Bishop of Zealand stood by, vainly endeavouring to 
interpose. 

"By the Sword of Odin! some magician must 
have cast a spell over ye all." 

" Sire," said the Bishop, " the simple truth is that 
we are here to jointly beseech your Majesty to grant 
a boon." 

" Come ! you^ at least, can speak sensibly," said 
the King, smiling good-naturedly at the prelate, 
whom he was well known to highly respect, and had 
oft publicly honoured. 
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" Sire ! if your Majesty will only permit me to 
explain !" cried Baron Kcjemperhimmel, exceedingly 
vexed that he should be placed in such a ludicrQiis 
light by the obstinacy and want of tact of General 
Gam. 

" It is I who have the right to speak first!" dog- 
gedly retorted Otto Gum. " Ton well know that it 
was arranged that I should lead the Forlorn Hope.'* 

" Lead the Forlorn Hope !" murmured the King 
in renewed amazement. " Whatever do you mean P" 

" My King ! it is my right." « 

"Tour right! HowP" 

" Because Wilhelm Orvig was my best Mend, and 
I" 

" Why," broke in the King, " you grow more and 
more unintelligible. Do youy^ added he, addressing 
the Bishop of Zealand, " tell me in a few words what 
you all want." 

Even yet the fiery old general would have per- 
sisted in being the first speaker, but a dark frown 
&om the King finally restrained him. 

" Sire !" said the good old Bishop, who intuitively 
felt it best to go directly to the point, " we are here 
to most humbly and earnestly supplicate your 
Majesty to extend your royal mercy to an unhappy 
man whose life is a forfeit to the laws of his country." 

For the first time a suspicion of the real object of 
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this audienoe fladied on the naturally acute mind of 
the King. His brow and lips suddenly contracted, 
his countenance assumed an air of cold severity, and 
he austerely said — 

"His name P' 

" Sire," faltered the Bishop, who had noticed the 
ominous change in Prederidt's features, " he is the 
outlaw, Lars Vonved/' 

" Vonved ! " exclaimed the King, with a start 
which he could not suppress, " and do you tell me 
that you are here to ask our mercy towards that atro- 
cious criminal ?" 

"Yes, sire, we all three humbly implore your 
Majesty to graciously deign to extend your clemency 
towards" 

" Vonved ! pardon Vonved !" shouted King Fred- 
erick, springing to his feet, his usually pale features 
flushed with bitterest, anger. " What ! the Bishop 
and the Governor of my capital, and my trusty and 
weU-beloved Counsellor Koemperhimmel, all come to 
me to prefer such a prayer as that ! Are ye mad P" 

" Sire, if your Majesty would only deign to listen 
to" 

"We will listen to naught concerning the mis- 
creant Vonved. You, General Gam, what can be 
your motive in thus interesting yourself on behalf of 
a vUe traitor?" 
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'^ His father and his tmole died fighting for you 
and for Denmark !" bluffly answered old Gam. 

" A fine reason, truly ! " sneered the irate mcmaroh. 
"What else?" 

" I should not be standing here, a general in ytnr 
service, had it not been for 'Colonel Orvig, who died 
fighting for your Majesty,'' continued the undaunted 
old warrior. 

" Colonel Orvig! what had he to do with this slave, 
this felon, this pirate, this murderer, Vonved ?" 

" Orvig's orphan daughter became Vonved's wife." 

«Ha! hasthatviUainawifeP" 

" A wife and boy, sire." 

" What ! will the viperous brood of the Valdemars 
never be extinct P" hissed the King. 

A stinging retod} arose to the daring lips of 
Gheneral Gam, but the baron, who had breathlessly 
watched the stem and savage spirit of defiance to his 
king expressed by the old soldier's features, gave such 
an imploring look that the general suppressed the 
terrible words trembling on his lips. 

" Sire, you once were graciously pleased," said the 
Bishop, " tb say unto me that you would grant any 
reasonable favour I might any time thereafter crave, 
and" 

" It is not reasonable to seek pardon for such a 
monster as this Vonved. Anything but that." 
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Baron Koemperhiinmel then spake. 

" Sire, you have, I trust, ever found me a faithful 
servant and counsellor, and no man living has your 
Majesty's interest and glory more at heart than my- 
self. I implore your Majesty, for the sake of my 
past services, to at least deign to listen to what we 
can urge in behalf of Vonved as a reason why your 
Majesty may extend your gradous pardon unto him, 
or at least grant a commutation of his dreadful 
doom." 

"We are astonished that you. Baron, above all 
others, should petition thus. We will not hear you 
further.'* 

The King by turns flushed and paled as he spake, 
and was obviously very much excited and agitated by 
stormy inward passions evoked by such extraordinary 
and wholly unexpected efforts on behalf of the man 
whose race he hated so deadly. 

" I too," said General Otto Gum, in a firm, fearless 
voice, " have done some service to my country. All 
my life has been spent in the King's service, and — 
by my sword, I swear it ! — ^if your Majesty will only 
grant Vonved a pardon, I" 

"Vonved never shall be pardoned!" interrupted 
Frederick, with a stamp of his foot. 

" Then, by Heaven !" roared Gam, with flaming 
eyes, advancing yet nigher the King, " I will" 
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** General !" almost shrieked the aflBrighted Baron, 
"for the love of God reflect! remember you are 
speaking to the King of Denmark !" 

" Ye all seem to have strangely forgotten tftat /" 
cried Frederick, whose figure dilated with kingly in- 
dignation and rage, and his features expressed vivid 
emotion. 

The crisis seemed reached. The Bishop and the 
Baron exchanged looks of despair, but Otto Gam sud- 
denly wheeled round, and as much to the amazement 
of his friends as of, the King, regardless of all eti- 
quette or even of the ordinary civility between man 
and man, strode to the door, burst it open with a 
kick of his foot, and disappeared. A loud murmur 
arose frqm the adjoining ante-room, and the timid 
remonstrances of the Chamberlain and pages in 
attendance, were utterly set at naught by the de- 
termined old warrior. Another moment and he 
reappeared, half leading, half supporting a lady, 
accompanied by a little boy, both dressed in deep 
mourning — ^whom he had brought with him and 
lefb in the ante-room unknown to his compan- 
ions. 

" Here ! " burst with awfcd depth from his chest ; 
"you wiU show no mercy as a king— let me know 
whether you have none as a man ! Behold the only 
child of a soldier who died fighting for you — ^behold 

VOL. II. p 
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a wife oome to beg the life of her husbandi a child 
that of his father!" 

The lady threw aside her veil, and in an instant 
she was at the feet of the King, looking up with 
clasped hands and white, quivering face. 

" Mercy, sire," cried Amalia, in a voice that 
thrilled the hearts' core of the hearers ; " mercy for 
my husband, for the father of my innocent child !" 

The King gazed implacably at the suppUant, but 
said not a word. 

^' Kneel, Wilhehn ! kneel with me, and pray the 
King to spare the life of thy father 1" 

The child betrayed very evident reluctance to obey. 
He gazed alternately at the King and at his kneeling 
mother, and at length his keen blue eyes firmly met 
Frederick's, and an expression of dislike and anger 
darkened the proud lineaments of his bright young 
face. 

" See 1" scornfully exclaimed the King, "the boy 
is wiser than ye all. He knows better than to kneel 
— he will not sue 1" 

"Wilhehn!" 0, &od, my chHd ! kneel for the life 
of thy father!" 

As she spoke, Amalia convulsively grasped his arm^ 
and almost f orce^d him on his knees by her side. The 
noble boy's eagle eye never for a moment withdrew 
from meeting that of the King, but he deliberately 
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plaoed his little hands together in an attitude of 
prayer, and in his clear, bold, ringing voice ex- 
claimed — 

^^ King Frederick ! please pardon my fEtther ! " 

The King's dark &own deepened, and his glitter- 
ing angry eye remained riveted on the feoe of Wil- 
hehn. That marvellous child — the last of the race of 
Yaldemar — quailed not, but once again his voice 
broke the ahnost breathless silence. 

" Please forgive my fEtther, and God will forgive 
you, and we shall all love you. King Frederick ! " 

" 0, sire ! " tremulously, yet solemnly, exclaimed 
the venerable Bishop of 2iealand, " GkKl speaks to 
you in the untutored voice of that child ! In the 
name of Him whose servant I am — ^in the name of 
my Heavenly Master I appeal unto you, my earthly 
master, and implore you to restore to this child his 
father — ^to this heart-broken woman her husband! 
Mercy, sire, the most glorious attribute of earthly 
dominion— oh, grant it ! and the angels in heaven 
will rejoice, and Gtod Almighty will approve and re- 
ward you ! " 

" Sire, sire ! " sobbed Amalia, " grant our prayer, 
and so may God Almighty grant you the dearest 
wish of your heart, and render you happy on earth, 
and receive you into the eternal mansions of bliss 
provided for the good and merciful ! " 

p 2 
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King Frederick raised his eyes from Wilhelm, and 
gazed from face to face. His own coimtenanoe was 
agitated by conflicting passipns and emotions. Anger 
and vengeance struggled with astonishment, admira- 
tion, and generous impulses of mercy. The former 
quickly predominated. 

" Ye have conspired in vain ! " said he, in a voice 
which he would fain have rendered calm and cold, 
but which sounded hoUow, broken, and hoarse. 
" The Valdemars for generations have been traitors : 
the father of that boy is worse — an outlawed felon- 
slave and murderer ! " 

No sooner had these words escaped the lips of the 
excited monarch, than Wilhehn Vonved sprang to 
his feet — a prolonged cry of wild defiance burst from 
his throbbing bosom, and echoed shrilly through the 
room. 

" It is a lie. King Frederick !" screamed he, doub- 
ling his fists and furiously stamping on the polished 
oak floor, whilst his body quivered and his eyes 
flashed and sparkled with fiercest passion. "The 
Valdemars are not traitors — ^my father is not a felon- 
slave, he is not a murderer ! He is a great seaman- 
warrior and a Prince ! I know it — ^Mads Neilsen 
told me. You lie, King Frederick — ^you lie ! " 

So astounded were all by this outbreak that not a 
word of interruption was ofiered until Wilhehn 
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paused, panting and breathless. In the ardour of 
his burning indignation, the dauntless child had ad- 
vanced close up to the King, who in dieer amazement 
recoiled a step or two — and no marvel ; for that a 
child a few years old could thus speak and act — could 
thus defend the honour of his race and of his con- 
demned father, was almost superhuman. His own 
poor mother seemed frozen with fear and utter aston- 
ishment, and the three other spectators listened to his 
words almost incredulous that they heard aright, and 
gazed at him enthralled. 

The King was the first to speak. The very excess 
of his surprise quickly induced a speedy reaction, and 
although while Wilhelm spake, he seemed torn with 
divers emotions — extorted admiration certainly being 
of the nimiber — ^he yet now gave way to a furious 
burst of kingly passion. 

" What ! " shouted he, " is it not enough that men, 
my subjects and my sworn servants, come hither to 
beard me, but €his child — ^this traitor's spawn — ^must 
be trained to insult, to defy, to call me a liar to my 
teeth, in my own palace — ^I, a crowned and anointed 
king ! Ha ! ye are traitors all ! Ye are a viperous 
brood of conspiring traitors ! " 

He sprang to the table and rung his silver bell 
fiiriously. The door instantly opened, and the old 
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Chamberlain stood on the threshold, pale and trem- 
Uing. 

^' To the gnardhouse ! " roared the king, a light 
foam flying from his ashy white lips. ^^ Send the 
guard to clear my cabinet of these reptile conspira- 
tors — these vile crawling traitors ! Ah, yiUains ! I 
will teaoh ye all what it is to conspire against your 
sovereign I Ye shaU know what it is to arouse the 
wrath of Denmark's king. He shall die — ^the felon 
Vonved shall die the death of the vilest crinunal — ^he 
shaU perish on the wheel ! Nought shall save him — 
he shall be broken alive — ^the traitor, the murderer! '^ 

^^ My father is not a traitor — he is not a murderer. 
You lie, King Frederick ! and wh^i I am a man I 
wlU kill you ! " shriUy broke fixmi the lips of Wil- 
helm. 

So maddened was the King that he made a step 
forward, and uplifted his hand to strike the heroic 
child, but restrained himself with a mighty effort. 

At that moment, when the heavy footsteps of the 
guard were heard hastily approaching. General Otto 
Gum uplifted his powerful voice : 

"King Frederick!" exclaimed he, "you have 
called us conspirators. Do you remember when you 
and others were conspirators — ^when you conspired 
successfully, not to obtain pardon for a man cruelly 
condemned, but to judicially murder Counts Struen* 
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see and Brandt^ and the innooent Queen Matilda P 
Do you remember how the princely Ejiut Vonved, 
Count of Elsinore, great grandsire of this glorious 
boy, braved and denounced you in her def^aoe, and 
thereby incurred your undying hatred to him and his 
race P Do you remember what he did when he found 
all his remonstrances, all his appeals, all his demands, 
all his denunciations of that mystery of iniquity un- 
availing P He scomfally threw his general's com- 
mission at the feet of King Christian — ^he drew his 
sword and broke it across his knee. I shall imitate 
hiuL Here are my commissions as General in 
your service and as Military Governor of your 
capital." 

Otto Gam drew forth two parchments as he spake, 
and contemptuously cast them at the feet of the in- 
censed monarch. » 

" And here is my sword"^-drawing it fix)m the 
scabbard — " a sword which I have wielded for my 
country more than half a century — ^it is now worn 
out like myseK, and it is time that we were both 
broken." 

He snapped it over his knee, and threw the frag- 
ments at the King's feet. 

" Take my broken sword ! I am no longer soldier 
of yours." 

'< Have a care^ General Gum, that I do not take 
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your head ! " stammered Frederick, oonvulsed with 
passioii. 

^^ Take it ! My sword has grown dull, and my 
head has grown white in yonr service. The one is 
broken — give the headsman the other, tyrant, if thou 
wilt I" 
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CHAPTEE XYm. 

AMALIA IN THE DUNGEON OF LARS VONVED. 

It was not in human nature for a man like the 
Baron Koemperhimmel to be otherwise than most 
deeply mortified at incurring the resentment of a 
sovereign whose favourite adviser he had hitherto 
been, but if anything oould mitigate his chagrin, it 
was the conviction that he had injured, if not ruined, 
his prospects as a courtier and diplomatist, in the 
sacred cause of humanity. He was a brave, unselfish 
man, of very generous and chivalric impulses, and he 
even yet would not abandon the cause of the most 
imhappy though innocent lady whose affiction he had 
finiitlessly striven to mitigate. He resolved to obtain, 
if possible, permission for her to visit her doomed 
husband in his dungeon. He felt there was no time 
to be lost, being convinced that Yonved's death war- 
rant would now be speedily signed, and orders issued 
for his execution within a brief period. He therefore 

E 5 
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privately waited on the Mmister of the Interior, who 
happened to be a personal Mend, and besought him 
to grant an order for Amalia to have an interview 
with Vonved. The Minister admitted that he oer- 
tainlj had power to grant such an order as regarded 
any ordinary prisoner, but he dared not do it under 
the very peculiar circumstances of the case in ques- 
tion, without express permission of the King himselfl 
After urgent entreaties on the part of the Baron, the 
Minister consented, with many misgivings, to per- 
sonally ask the King to issue the order required. He 
did so, and contrary to his own expectations, King 
Frederick instructed him to give an order for Amalia 
to see her husband once in every twenty-four hours, 
prior to his execution. She was to be permitted to 
remain two hours alone with him in his dungeon, 
each interview. No person, whatever, was to be al- 
lowed to accompany her beyond the outer gates of 
CitadeUet Prederikshavn. 

Even this boon was received with transport. Baron 
Koemperhimmel was of opinion that it would be best 
for Amalia to proceed alone to the Citadel and pre- 
sent her order. She did so. General Foulsen, the 
commandant, read the Minister's order with profound 
afitonishment, but he knew well it was no forgery, 
and therefore admitted her with considerable reluc- 
tance and misgiving. The captain of the guard was 
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ordered to oonduot her paet tilie chain of sentineh to 
the dungeon door. The warder who accompanied him 
opened it just flRiffioiently for Amaliato pass, and the 
captaiQof the guafd gravely intimated that she was at 
liberty to enter and remain witiiin for the space 
of two hours. 

As the door clanged behind her, aud its bolts and 
bars jarred horribly in thdr iron sockets, AmaUafelt 
f<»r (me instant as though she would fiall dead. A 
thick film was before her eyes, yet she could dimly 
see through it the form of her husband recumbent 
on his bench, and then the rattling of his fetters 
sounded like thunder in her ears as he Mrly leapt to 
the centre of tiie dimgeon as faa* as his body chain 
would permit, and extended his hands witii an ex- 
ceeding great cry. She reeled forward — ^his arms 
enclosed her like bars of steel — she dung convulsiyely 
to his neck — and sank ahnost unconscious on his 
breast. He 4x>re her to the bench, and folded her to 
his wUdly-beating heart. Then tilie strong man wept 
bitterly and aloud. 

'And so, sobbing and weeping, and clinging yet 
closer unto each other, they sat until the edge of the 
agony of meeting was blunted. No word was uttered 
about forgiveness. The very fact that he held his 
wife to his heart told Vonved that she had more than 
forgiven him — that she loved him more than ever. 
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Amftlm at length raised her quivering tear-bedewed 
face. 

" Oh, my husband !— dear Gtod ! dear Gk)d !" 

" My wife ! my darling, noble wife !" 

Vonved tenderly raised her head with his fettered 
hand: his chains clanked. Amalia Juddered and 
shivered at the sickening sound. 

" Gk)d ! to see thee thus ! " 

" King Frederick may fetter my limbs, but my 
soul is free. Lars Vonved in a dungeon can scorn 
and defy Denmark's king in a palace." 

Amalia clutched at Vonved's fetters with her deli- 
cate hands, as though to rend them asunder. 

" 0, thrft my tears, that my heart's blood, could 
melt these cruel chains ! 0, my husband ! would to 
God that I could die for thee ! " 

Vonved only enfolds her yet tighter, and his great 
heart beats yet faster. 

" They will murder thee ! They will kill thee by 
hellish tortures ! I cannot die to save thee, but I will 
die with thee ! When thou diest, I die ! " 

" Thou shalt not die, my soul's idol ! Thy God 
will cherish thee. One so pure and good as thou art, 
is very precious unto Him." 

" Christ Jesus, have mercy on me ! My Saviour, 
look on me with yearning compassion ! Pity me, O 
my God!" 
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" He does pity thee, my wife ! God looks down 
on thee from his throne above the heavens. Comfort ! 
courage ! hope ! Thy God is my God. He has not 
forsaken me, wretched as I am." 

" Surely thou canst not — ^thou darest not hope that 
God wiU deliver thee by a miracle — ^and nought less 
can save thee now P" 

The old inscrutable smile once again wreathed 
Vonved's lips. 

" Himian means must and will, by God's per- 
mission and blessing, work my deliverance," said he 
in a tone of calm and profound confidence. 

These mysterious words and the air with which 
they were uttered caused Amalia to glance at him 
in mute amaze, and ahnost with afiBright. He met 
her look with a beaming gaze of deepest love, and 
pressed his lips to her forehead in a long clinging 
kiss. He presently evaded her questions by desiring 
the recital of her eflForts to obtain his pardon — Com- 
mandant Poulsen having already briefly informed 
him of the powerful yet vain eflFort made on his 
behalf. She told him. He listened with intense 
interest, and expressed his warm gratitude to the 
three eminent men who from the most generous and 
honourable motives had dared so much to save him. 
He expressed no surprise whatever at the conduct of 
the King. It was precisely in accordance with the 
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oharaoter he always asoribed to Frederick. But the 
behaviour of his own child, Wilhelm Vonved, de- 
lighted him beyond measure. His exultation was 
excessive, and he would have ATnalia to repeat over 
and over again the very words of denial, and defence, 
and threatening, spoken by the marvellous child to 
the Xing — ^he made her describe minutely, even ihe 
attitude of Wilhelm and the tones of his voice. He 
seemed for awhile to absolutely forget his own terrible 
fate in the fiery rapture of being the father of such 
a boy. But his wife thought not his thoughts. Her 
child was a Valdemar — she was not. She piteously 
aroused her husband &om his proud abstraction. 

" They will soon be here to tear me firom thee ! 
Dear God ! how canst thou" 

" If I glory so in my boy, thinkest thou I forget 
thou art his mother P " tenderly and solemnly replied 
he, instantly arousing himseK fix)m his joyous reverie, 
and concentrating all his trained stupendous intellect 
on the one great subject of his own life or death. 
" Courage, my darling wife I What ! thinkest thou 
that when all human aid appears to fail him, Lars 
Vonved is still without a last resource to baflSe tibe 
direst malice of his foes P'' 

Amalia could only respond by a despairing sob. 

" There is one who will be the instrument of saving 
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AmaUa gazed at him in dumb surprise. 

^' With her aid I shall never die by the hands of 
the headsman." 

" JJ^aid!" 

" Thy aid. *Tis thou who wilt saye me." 

Amalia spake not, but she deyoured every eloquent 
lineament of her husband's face, and tried to read 
his unfathomable eyes-«-in vain. 

Yonved saw she doubted whether he did not madly 
mock and sport with their mutual misery, and he 
oeased his enigmatical language. 

" Listen, my wife," whispered he, " and as thou 
wouldst yet again sleep happily on my bosom, re- 
member every syllable I utter. I told thee that my 
grandsire, Knut Vonved, yet lives ?" 

She made a mechanioal gesture of assent. 

^' Thou must tills night see him. This is what 
thou must do. On quitting my dungeon, go straight 
to Nyhavn Byens Side, and find the dwelling 
of one Carl Jetsmark, an ex-sergeant of BantzaVs 
regiment of Funen dragoons. Tell him that I have 
sent thee to him. If he ask thee for a token, show 
\\\m this." 

Vonved drew off his finger the massive gold signet 
ring with its peculiar engraved legend — ^the same 
which he had used to seal the paper he gave to Cap- 
tain May, on board the Camperdown, and which 
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had not been taken firom him, and handed it to 
Amalia. 

" Should he require more — as he doubtless will, 
for he is as oautious and shrewd as Mthfol — ask 
him if he can remember the saored oath he sware 
long years ago amidst the ashes of the Kings of 
Denmark, of the line of Yaldemar, in Boeskilde 
Cathedral. And remind him that you know that 
Sergeant Jetsmark was long the trusted orderly of 
Knut Vonved, Count of Elsinore." 

"And then?" 

" And then he will believe thee, and say he is at 
thy service. Ask him to instantly oonduot thee to 
Knut Vonved, whose secret retreat he knows, and 
when thou art in the presence of that grand old man, 
tell lum whom thou art, and ask him to give unto 
thee that which will save the life of liis grandson, 
Lars Vonved." 

" That which will save thy life," mechanically re- 
peated AmaHa. 

" Ay, this very night Knut Vonved completes his 
104th year, but I doubt not God will enable him to 
understand what thou requirest." 

Vonved paused. His wife had breathlessly listened 
to his words, and every one had simk deeply into her 
soul. 

" If Knut Vonved asks thee for proofe that I really 
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sent thee — show him my signet ring, and tell him 
that though the ship has sailed fastj the eagle has at 
length dropped the sword on its deck. That will suffice. 
He will then give thee the tooth of a Greenland 
whale, curiously carved with representations of ma- 
rine objects. The root, or broad end of that whale's 
tooth is surmounted by a silver Neptune's head." 

AmaUa gave Vonved a piercing look, not altogether 
devoid of reproachful doubt, as though to say — 
" Dost thou indeed jest with death P" Her husband 
snuled gently and significantly. 

" Nigher, my wife ! nigher yet ! " 

He pressed her to his bosom till their lips almost 
met — ^till their eyes flashed into each other. 

" Patience, sweet wife, and thou wilt soon know 
all. Thou wUt bring that whale's tooth to me on 
thy next visit, for with it in my hand I am saved — 
without it I am lost." 

Amalia would have cried out, woman-like, at these 
mysterious and terrible words, but her husband closed 
her lips with his own. 

" Hush, Amalia ! " whispered he ; " do not forget 
that tyrants are cunning as well as strong and cruel. 
He who bmlt this dungeon may have supplied its 
walls with ears, in imitation of a certain hideous 
despot of olden time, whom history has carefully 
hoisted to the summit of an immortal gibbet. Hear 
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me— thou alone. When thou plaoest in my hand 
that whale's tooth, I shall examine it until I find a 
small blaok dot, not lai^er than a pin's head, repre- 
senting the muzzle of one of the lower guns of a 
man-o'-war, etched and outlined in Indian ink on (me 
side of the tooth. That blaok dot is in realiiy a 
miniature steel knob, oonneoted with a powerful 
spring. I shall press the dot — it will act on the 
6{»nng — and the Neptune's head forming the. top, or 
crown of the tooth, will fly up, reyealing a hollow 
space. From that space I shall draw forth a -piece <rf 
parchment, folded to fit the orifice, and written all 
over with mystic Gothic characters, whidi are deci- 
pherable only by one of the line of Valdemar, who 
has been taught, like myself, the subtlest mysteries 
of his ancient race. Beneath the parchment lies a 
small gold box, originally made by a famous Italian 
artist for Yaldemar the Gbeat, and which has ever 
since remained in our feonily, being transmitted, in 
a direct male line, from heir to heir of our raoe. 

That Kttle box" 

Yonved paused suddenly in his cautious whisper- 
ing, and drew his wife's head close to his mouth. 
For a minute or two his lips emitted words which 
would have been inaudible to any being present but 
her for whom they were intended, and then, with aa 
uncontrollable impulse, Amalia struggled in the arms 
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of her husband, and disengaged her head, and gazed 
at him with a oountenanoe expressiye of awfdl emo- 
tion and horror. 

" Vonved ! " wailed she, in a Yoioe utterly unlike 
her own, '^ wilt thou do that ? Hast thou at last re- 
nounced thy God ? " 

For an instant Lars Vonved's oountenanoe was 
darkened with terrible anger — ^the first time it had 
ever been so darkened unto her; but he subdued his 
passion as quickly as it had been eyoked, and simply 
ejaculated — 

" What ! does my own wife think I am capable of 
committing that which some deem to be the unpar- 
donable sin ? Never P Let them rend me limb firom 
limb, and bum my body, and scatter my ashes to 
the four winds of Heaven — ^but never will I lay im- 
pious hands on the sanctuary of my own life ! So 
long as I am permitted to live — so long shall I deem 
it that my Creator wilh that I sJwuld live. Many of 
the race of Yaldemar have died violent deaths ; but 
never has one perished by his own hand. Thinkest 
thoil that J will be the first to do thatf • 

"Vonved!" 

" Thou hast grievously misunderstood me, Amalia." 

Again he whispered, and at length his wife looked 
up in his fiEtoe, no longer in repulsive horror, but with 
amazement not unmixed with dread and terror. 
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" Thou wilt do it, my wife P" 

"I will, so help me Godl" 

" Amen I " fervently exclaimed Vonved, " and may 
the great Q-od whose true servant thou art, aid and 
bless thee, my darling heroic wife ! " 
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CHAPTEE XrX. 

KNUT VONVED : -ffiTATIS CIV. 

The unhappy wife of Lars Vonved on quitting 
his dungeon was conducted through winding corri- 
dors, and across courts, and past guardhouses, and 
over the drawbridges of the inner and outer moats, 
until she finally emerged tree of the terrible citadel, 
and soon entered AmaHe-Gade. Through that fine 
street she walked almost mechanically, and when she 
arrived at AmaUenborg (a magnificent and imparal- 
leled place, formed of four superb marble palaces 
intersecting the street), she grew so bewildered that 
she knew not which way to turn. The sentinel sta- 
tioned at one of the archways observed her distress, 
and supposing her to be a stranger, kindly inquired 
if he could direct her. She faltered that she wished 
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to reach Nyhayn Byens Side, and was informed that 
she only had to walk straight onward. This little 
incident aroused her, and with a shudder she recalled 
to mind what she mmt do that night, and therefore 
she felt the imperious necessity to master her anguish 
and her despair, and nerve herself for the inevitable 
coming trials. 

Eight o'clock struck as she passed through the little 
street leading firom St. Annse Plads to Nyhavn, and 
one of the quaint old watchmen of Copenhagen, muf- 
fled in his thick uniform great coat, with huge fur 
cap on head, and staff in hand, and lantern at belt, 
uplifted his voice and began to chant, with a long 
drawn intonation and hoarse guttural emphasis, the 
first verse of the Watchman's Song. The watchmen 
of Copenhagen yet continue the ancient custom of 
chanting a species of song or hymn, commencing at 
eight in the evening, and continued at intervals till 
five in the morning, a fresh and appropriate verse 
being chanted every successive hour. ATnalia clutched 
her hands tightly over her throbbing breast, and lis- 
tened with a strange thrill to the solenm and poetical 
stanza — ^the first of the song — ^being chanted at this 
particular hour : — 

<<Naar Mttrket Jorden blinder 
Og Dagen tager a^ 
Den Tid os da paaminder 
Cm DOdens mttrke Grav ; 
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Lys for oa, Jesa fttdl 

Bed hvert et Fjed 

TU Gravenfl Sted* 
OggivensaligDOd! "* 

" O? giv en salig Dod ! " murmiired she. " 'Tis a 
Christian prayer; but what a death have they doomed 
him to suffer on the morrow ! Despair not yet my 
heart ! for He who died a yet more cruel death on 
the. accursed tree, hath said * Come unto me all ye 
who are weary and heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest ! ' And it is written, * Call upon me in the day 
of trouble, and I wiU deliver ye ! ' Precious promises ! 
millions have ye sustained, and oh! may I have faith 
to cling unto them and believe in them with all my 
heart, all my strength, all my soul. Faith ! ah, faith 
is the one thing needful." 

It was a dark, blasty, tempestuous night. The 
fierce black east wind from the roaring Baltic swept 
in heavy gusts across the harbour, and howled down 
Nyhavn until it expanded in savage eddying swirls 
and flaws in Kongens Nytorv. Very few people were 

* The above ma^ be literally translated — 

- When darkness blinds the earth. 
And the day declines^ 
That time then ns reminds 

Of death's dark grave. 
Shine on us, Jesn sweet. 
At every step 

To the grave-place, [burial -place 
And grant a blissful death." 
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abroad. ATnalia hesitated whom to address, until she 
saw a one-aimed porter in the act of closing the great 
entrance gate of a court of houses, and he proved so 
deaf that she had much difficulty in making him 
comprehend that she sought the residence of one 
Sergeant Carl Jetsmark. She had applied right, 
however, for the man motioned her to enter the 
court, and directing her to one of the houses, inti- 
mated that the person she sought resided on the top- 
story — ^for the houses of Copenhagen are generally 
built like those of Edinburgh and other cities, on the 
principle of a main common staircase, and separate 
dwellings on each floor or flat. On the top landing 
she found three doors, which she had to grope for in 
the dark, and knocking at hazard at one of them, it 
was opened by a haggard, blear-eyed woman, who 
held a rush-light in one hand and shaded its dim 
flickiBring flame with the other. " Next door! " grum- 
bled the hag, and she instantly slammed her own 
door in the face of the applicant. AmaHa shivered 
and shuddered, and felt sick at heart as she knocked 
at the middle door of the three. It was quickly 
opened to the extent of a few inches only, and a little 
old woman dressed in Freisland fashion, with a plate 
of silver on each side her head, and a curiously 
fashioned frontlet of the same metal, perked forward 
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a sour, wrinkled, wizened visage, and querulouBly 
demanded what was wanted P 

" Does Sergeant Carl Jetsmark live here P" 
" What do you want with him P" sharply retorted 
the crone, in a harsh cracked voice. 

"Does he live here, my good woman P" 
" If you know I am a good woman, you ought 
also to know whether the man you seek lives here." 

" Let the woman in ! " shouted a stem quick voice 
from an inner room. "I am here! Let her in, 
Henne!" 

To this peremptory command the old woman grum- 
blingly admitted the unknown visitor into a short 
passage, at the end of which an open door showed 
the interior of a room. Its floor was large but ir- 
regularly shaped, and the actual space was very 
much circumscribed owing to the room being merely 
a garret, and two sides of the roof slanted so that 
there was only a width of a few feet down the Centre 
of the floor where a person of moderate stature could 
walk upright. In one comer stood a bed, without 
posts or curtaias or canopy, as customary in Den- 
mark; and a nest of drawers, a great oak chest, a 
deal table, a few beech- wood chairs, and some trifling 
articles of domestic utiKty, completed the humble 
furniture. Every thing betokened poverty — ^not po- 
verty of a squalid grinding nature, but decent re- 

VOL. n. G 
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Bpeotable poverty ; and whateyer the moral qualities 
of old Friesland Henne might be, she at any rate 
kept her hmnble home notably clean. By the side 
of the stove— that universal household fixture in 
Scandinavia — sat a man fax advanced in years, wear- 
ing a threadbare undress military uniform, and a 
bear-skin cap. He looked what he really was — a 
war-worn superannuated veteran. In his left hand 
he held a pipe, in his right a book which he had been 
reading by the didl yellow light of an antique bronze 
lamp supplied with whale oil ; and on his knee was 
crouched a huge black cat, who ceased purring and 
expanded his great green eyes with a suspicious stare 
at the stranger. 

When AmaUa entered the room, the old soldier 
merely lowered his book, and took the pipe from his 
lips, whilst he gazed in evident surprise at h&c muf- 
fled figure, and gruffly asked her name and business. 

t"Tou are ex-Sergeant Carl JetsmarkP" 

" That is my name." 

" You served many years in EantzaVs regiment 
of Funen dragoons?" 

"Idid; whatof thatP" 

" I only asked to be quite sure I had found the 
right person." 

"WeU, I am the man. Tour business?" — ^with 
increasing gruffiiess and impatience. 



COUNT OF ELSINOBE. 123 

Amalia stepped quietly fok^ard and threw back 
the shawl which had hitherto covered her head in the 
maimer of a hood, and almost concealed her counte- 
nance. The veteran gave one quick, searching glance 
at her, and his whole manner instantly changed. He 
pushed the cat off his knee, laid down his pipe and 
book on the table by his side, and rose with an air 
of ree{>ectfdl alacrity. 

^^A lady!" exclaimed he in a tone of decision. 
" Pardon my rudeness." 

" I have nothing to pardon. I have come here on 
a matter of pressing importance. life or death are 
in the balance." 

" What can I do, lady ? Whom does your busi- 
ness concern?" 

Amalia drew a step nigher the old soldier, and 
glancing significantly at Henne, who had sidled up 
to listen with an air of mingled spite and curiosity, 
she whispered — 

"It concerns one dead to the world, but alive to you." 

A gleam of vivid intelligence lighted up the ser- 
geant's rugged fieice. 

"I wish to speak with you alone, and at once. 
*Eme is short." 

" Henne ! leave us alone," cried Jetsmark. 

The old woman affected deafaess, and vigorously 
dusted a chair with her green fringed apron. 

02 
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" Do you hear, wife P This lady wishes to speak 
in private with me." 

" Yes, yes, Carl, it is, as you truly say, a bitter 
cold aohebone night. We shall hear of wrecks on 
the east coast by morning, for a gale like this never 
blows its fill without " 

Here her husband, with a muttered malediction on 
her hypocritical stupidity, interrupted her by taking 
her by the arm and leading her out of the room into 
an inner chamber or closet. He said something im- 
pressive which quieted her angry remonstrances, and 
then bolted her in — a summary and soldier-like way 
of settling the matter ! 

"Now, lady," said he, in a low earnest tone, 
coming back to Amalia, as she tremblingly stood in 
the middle of the room ; " we are quite alone, and 
cannot be overheard. On whose behalf have you 
sought meP" 

" The Count of Elsinore." 

The iron-visaged old sergeant could not suppress a 
hoarse ejaculation, and he gazed more piercingly 
than ever at the pale features of his mysterious 
visitor. 

"What Count P" cautiously said he, after a brief 
thoughtful pause. " It is said the Count of Elsinore 
is dead, and the race extinct." 

" Said ! " mournfully echoed Amalia, " whatever is 
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i^d, you at least know, as well as any man living, 
that the reverse is the fact." 

"GKve me some token, lady, that I may know 
whom you are— or at least that I may have confi- 
dence in you." 

"IwiU: behold this.'* 

She held forth the signet ring which her husband 
had given her. Sergeant Jetsmark took and held it 
closely to the lamp. He recognised it in a mo- 
ment. 

" I know the signet, lady, but he who sent it" 

" Told me to ask Sergeant Jetsmark if he remem- 
bered the oath he solemnly swore many years ago in 
the vaults of Eoeskilde Cathedral, amidst the sacred 
ashes of the kings of the line of Valdemar." 

" And did he teU aught more ?" 

" He said that Sergeant Jetsmark for many years 
was the orderly of General Knut Vonved, Count of 
Elsinore ; that the Coimt regarded him as a loyal 
and devoted follower, and honoured him with imre- 
served and implicit confidence. He said, more- 
over" 

" Enough, madame ! I ask no more. Only one 
can have sent you to me — ^Lars Vonved ?" 

"He did!" 

The lips of the old soldier quivered in doubt and 
hesitation^ as he slowly exclaimed — 
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** You must indeed be a dear and trusty Mend, 
lady, or he would never have sent you to me." 

" I am hifl "wife !" solemnly answered Amalia. 

'^ TTiH wife, ah, my God ! what a blind old dotard 
am I not to have suspected as much ! His wife ! yes, 
Colonel Orvig's daughter P Ay, I kaew your father 
— ^I saw him fall. I was stationed, a dismounted 
dragoon, at the lillebcdder batteiy, when your fathw 
came up to inspirit us. He spake a few words to me, 
and was just turning away when a live shell fell at 
our feet. It burst. I escaped unhurt — ^your father 
received his death- wound. He died on the spot in 
my arms." 

Amalia sighed heavily, and made an involuntary 
gesture of impatience. The old sergeant noticed it 
and hastily resumed — 

*^ Command me, honoured lady, I am at your ser- 

* ft 
vice. 

" Tou know the secret retreat of Knut Vonved : 
conduct me to him." 

" I will. Ah, Hiiplen ! that the mighty old war- 
rior should be compelled to hide like a hunted beast 
of prey I That the noblest and wisest of the Ycdde- 
mars dare not enjoy the sunshine of the land his 
ancestors ruled for centuries — the land for which he 
has fought and bled, and both his sons died ! Lady! 
I have been by his side in battle when he bore himself 
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like a demigod : he now is helpless, and the very tsyot 
of his existence is only intrusted to a poor old worn- 
out soldier like me. But a day of retribution will 
oome as sure as Ood reigns in Heaven I " 

" Time ! *' murmured Amalia, " time, my friend, is 
fleeting!" 

Jetsmark made a respeotM gesture of assent, and 
immediately unbolted the door of the doset, and 
called to his wife to come forth. The old woman 
sullenly complied, and scowled most viciously at the 
innocent cause of her brief banishment from her oti^ 
hearth. 

^^Henne, I am going forth with this lady, and 
may be some hours away." 

" Well, I'm sure I " snapped the shrewish Henne, 
** to go out at this time of the night, with a — a no- 
body knows who ! " 

"Hold thy tongue, woman!" angrily retorted 
Jetsmark, as he cast over his shoulders his threadbare 
old dragoon's doak, " or, thousand devils ! may Ole 
Luokoie fly away with you." 

The incensed Henne was in the act of commencing 
a bitter tirade, but Amalia laid down a piece of gold 
on the table saying — 

" I am sorry to have given you so much trouble : 
pray accept this." 

** Gold ! " ejaculated Henne, pouncing on the un- 
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expected prize like a hawk on a mouse, "a real Pred- 
eriok d'or ! Many's the weary day sinee I last saw 
and touched red gold ! " And in the ecstaoy of her 
delight she rubbed, and smelt, and even tasted the 
piece, finishing by balancing it on the tip of her yel- 
low skinny forefinger, triumphantly ejaculating — 
"Gold! red gold! king's gold!" 

Jetsmark cast one glance at his wife, gloomily ex- 
pressive of unutterable contempt for her grovelling 
avarice, and then opened the door to depart. Henne, 
thereupon for a moment ceased to apostrophise the 
Frederick d'or that she might hold the lamp to light 
them down the well-like staircase. 

On emerging into Nyhavn Byens Side, Jetsmark 
skirted Kongens Nytorv, and led the way down the 
long Storre Strand, crossed the canal at its end, eaid^ 
proceeded past the ancient Borsen, or Exchange; 
then across the harbour to Christianshavn — a part of 
Copenhagen surrounded by water and forming the 
main shipping quarter of the port. The streets here 
are narrow, short and jumbled : the houses tall, dark, , 
and dismal in their general aspect. The only object 
which a stranger would care to visit Christijuishavn 
to behold, is the church of Our Saviour. It has a 
wondrous spire, richly adorned, piercing the air like 
a tapering spear, to the height of nearly three hun- 
dred feet, and is surmounted with a globe, sustaining 
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a statue of the Sayiour. A marvelloiLs staircase winds 
round the outside of this spire quite to the summit, 
and he who ascends thither ought to have sturdy legs 
and steady nerves. 

Passing by this church the old sergeant traversed 
street aft;er street, lane after lane, much in the man- 
ner of a hare doubling on her hunters, until Amalia 
grew bewildered and breathless, and inwardly sus- 
pected that the sergeant was by no means going the 
directest route to their destination, but rather adopt- 
ing the most circuitous he possibly could, as though 
to cunningly throw any unseen pursuer off the scent. 
At length, however, he reached a spot in the vicinity 
of Vilders Plads, towards the northern extremity of 
Christianshavn, and nodding his head towards an 
isolated house, he whispered the expressive monosyl- 
lable " Here ! " It was a long, low, brick building, 
having a ground floor only, surmounted by a very 
steep and high slated roof. In the middle of the 
front was a porch, common enough in the suburbs of 
Scandinavian towns, and in the villages. 

Sergeant Jetsmark opened a little lattice door, and 
walked through a small garden until he reached the 
porch. He beckoned Amalia close to his side, and 
whispered — "Be silent until I tell you to speak." 
He then stooped down and sought in the dark for a 
slightly projecting broad nail-head in the wooden 

o5 
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frame post on the right hand. Haying found it, he 
felt for a piece of whip-cord attached to the nail- 
head, and rang his fingers along the cord till he felt 
the other end pegged in the earth about a couple of 
feet on one side the porch. Near to this peg he felt 
a very small brass ring, by the aid of which he raised 
an iron plate covering a square hole a foot deep. At 
the bottom was a wooden knob, which Jetsmark 
pulled — thereby ringing a private bell, the tinfrling 
of which would at once notify to the inmates of the 
house that a trusted Mend sought admittance. Hard- 
ly a minute elapsed ere a slide above the door of the 
porch was withdrawn, and a tremulous voice asked 
who wafi there P 

" Tour ancient comrade, Carl, of Eantzaw*s dra- 
goons ! " answered Jetsmark. 

This reply was instantly followed by the rattling 
of a chain and the withdrawal of bolts. Then the 
door opened, and the figure of an old man with an 
oil lamp in his hand, appeared on the threshold. 
When he caught a glimpse of Amalia he started and 
uttered an expression of surprise and alarm, but 
Jetsmark hastily spake a few words to him in a dia- 
lect which Amalia could not comprehend, but which 
was simply Freisian, for both the old men were na- 
tives of the island of Amager (near Copenhagen), 
which was colonized by East Freislanders nearly 
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three oenturies and a-half ago, and to this day their 
desoendantfl mainly people it-r-retaining their own 
peculiar language, laws, and tribunals. Whatever 
Jetsmark said, the effect of his words was apparent 
in the surprise and hesitation evinced by the retainer 
of Enut Vonved. The sergeant gave him no time 
for consideration, but promptly led Amalia within 
the porch, and motioned his old comrade to rebolt it. 
The latter then led the way into a sort of ante- 
chamber — ^half parlour, half kitchen. By the stove 
"crooned" an aged dame, seated on a low stool. 
Like Jetsmark's wife, she wore the Freisland cos- 
tume, but her elbows rested on her knees, and her 
face was buried in her hands, and she rocked to and 
fro, as though in pain or tribulation. 

Again Jetsmark and the old servant, Veit Peder- 
sen, exchanged a few earnest whispered sentences and 
then the sergeant respectfully requested Amalia to 
withdraw the shawl which veiled her countenance. 
' She did so, and for the first time looked fully at Veit 
Pedersen. She saw a thin withered old man, seventy- 
seven years of age, who stooped considerably, and 
evidently was very weak, and tottering slowly to his 
grave. His face was filled with rugged lines, and he 
had not a tooth left in his gimis, and hardly a hair 
on his head. Yet this poor aged feeble creature had 
in his prime been a right valiant warrior ; bravest of 
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the brave, the best swordsman of Eantzaw's dragoon 
regiment of terrible fame ; a man of unstained pro- 
bity, and of devoted loyalty to the outlawed master 
whose sole body servant he had been for the last 
quarter of a century. H is once piercing but now 
dim eyes gleamed through their jBlmy rheum as he 
gazed at the stranger lady. 

" Madame the Countess," said Jetsmark, " may 
it pleafie you, my lady, to now tell Pedersen with 
your own lips whom you are, and the purport of your 
visit." 

Amalia instantly complied. 

" Good friend," said she, " I am Amalia, wife of 
Lars Vonved, the grandson of your master, Knut 
Vonved — ^whom I must see by command of my hus- 
band." 

Veit Pedersen muttered some inarticulate words, 
but instead of replying directly to Amalia, he went 
up to the old woman, Magdale, his wife, who had 
hitherto not even turned her head to regard the visi- 
ters, and shook her by the shoulder, and spake eagerly 
to her in their native tongue. She quickly turned 
her lack-lustre eyes towards Amalia, and hastily tot- 
tered to her feet. The husband and wife drew quite 
nigh to Amalia ere they addressed her in Danish. 

" Thou art his wife ! " cried Veit. 

" The wife of Lars ! " echoed Magdale. 



COUNT OP ELSINORE. 133 

" It is true, my Mends ; I am the wife of Lars 
Vonved." 

They both looked at Sergeant Jetsmark, as though 
to ask — " Is this indeed reality P Or do we dream P'* 

Jetsmark promptly responded. 

" Veit and Magdale ! this lady is indeed the Countess 
of Elsinore. I know it — ^I have heard her counter- 
signs — I have seen her tokens — ^I will answer with 
my life for the truth of her words. Obey her as ye 
would obey the Count himself." 

Thereupon the two old people seized her hands and 
pressed them to their shrivelled lips, ejaculating and 
sobbing. They would even have knelt at her feet 
had she not restrained them. 

" Dear God ! that we should live to see the wife 
of our beloved young master ! His wife ! The wife 
of Lars Vonved ! cried they. " He slept in my arms 
when a little child, many and many's the hour ! '* 
sobbed Magdale. " He has climbed my back a thou- 
sand times ! '' murmured Yeit. " I taught him aU 
the tricks and feats of boyhood — ^I recited to him the 
deathless deeds of his own glorious ancestors — I gave 
him his first lessons in arms. Ay, ay, I am a decre- 
pit old worn-out creature now, but time was when I 
was as straight as an arrow, as lithe as a leopard, as 
strong as a lion, as fearless as a Valdemar. 'Twas I 
who first taught Lars to wield his sword, for I once 
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was a matohless swordsman, and in many a deadly 
field have I fought, and fleshed my blade, and crim- 
soned it to the hilt with the ruddiest heart's blood of 
valiant foes. Ay, ay, time was, and time is. See 
what I am now ! And look at Magdale, my lady ! 
Look at my dear old wife — ^for she is even yet dear unto 
me. Good Lord ! fifty years agone, I and Magdale 
were as handsome a couple as ever sun shone on. We 
are both natives of Amager — bom the same month 
of the same year — and before I went to the wars I 
oourted her, and ah's me ! could you have seen us as 
we danced on holidays ! A finer young fellow than 
myself, and a more handsome sprightly damsel than 
Magdale, ne'er footed it together ! Li all Amager 
there was not one worthy to hold a candle to her ! " 

Yeit Pedersen paused a moment, and then he and 
Magdale, with all the natural eager garrulity of age be- 
gan th remind each other of passages in their early life, 
and of incidents concerning the childhood and youth 
of Lars Vonved. It was a touching scene, which at 
any other time would have affected and interested 
Amalia exceedingly, but her heart was enwrapped in 
the one absorbing idea of the object of her visit, and 
she turned to Jetsmark with an appealing look. He 
understood her, and energetically reminded Veit that 
if he loved Lars Vonved and wished to aid to save 
him, he must lose no time in preparing his master to 
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reoeive her. The old man sighed and moaned like 
one aroused from a pleasant dream to face painfdl 
realities, and after exchanging a few sentences in 
Freisian with Jetsmark, quitted the room. 

" I have convinced Pedersen that he must rouse 
our old master sufficiently to enable him to under- 
stand what you require," observed Jetsmark. 

" Is there, then, a doubt of thatP" asked Amalia, 
with a shudder. 

" God only knows ! " w£is the desponding reply. 
" He sometimes, as Pedersen has told me, hardly 
uncloses his eyes, or speaks a word, for days together. 
He exists only in the past." 

" But to-night P" and Amalia clasped her hands 
with sickening apprehension. 

" To-night, my lady P God is very good. God 
is all-merciftd and all-powerful ! " devoutly exclaimed 
the old sergeant. 

"What meanest thou P" 

" Madame the Countess, I hope and I fear — ^but 
hope is stronger than fear. Knut Vonved this very 
night completes the 104th year of his age." 

" I know that." 

" True, my lady, but it is fearftd to think of that, 
when the life of your husband depends, as I now 
begin to thoroughly comprehend, on the fact that his 
grandsire will this night be able to perfectly under- 
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stand that whioh you require at his hands. Still I 
hope that — ^ha ! here is Veit Pedersen ! " 

Veit came back with more animation than he ex- 
hibited when he went. In mingled Danish and Prei- 
sian (which he jumbled queerly together owing to his 
excitement), he announced that "his Highness the 
Prince" would immediately "receive Madame the 
Countess of Elsinore." Occasionally this devoted 
servant and follower would simply and aflfectionately 
•speak of Knut Vonved as " my master ;" but he yet 
more frequently proudly spoke of him as " prince," 
or " his highness" — and the title was real, not ima- 
ginary. Knut Vonved was by "birth a prince, albeit 
he, like the prior heirs of the royal line of Valdemar 
subsequent to their family ceasing to be the ruling 
dynasty of Denmark, virtually ignored the merely 
princely rank, to bear the yet more loftier (because in 
Denmark, peculiarly significant and symbolical) title 
of Count of Elsinore — ^first subject of the kingdom. 
When, however, his attainder specially restricted 
the forfeiture of his titles to himself, and his grand- 
son Lars legally became Count of Elsinore, he still 
was incontestably a prince, inasmuch that the Empress 
Catherine had solemnly invested him with that dignity 
after his last great victory as a commander-in-chief 
of her armies ; and although his attainder deprived 
him of every title derived from Denmark, it did not 
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and could not affect his foreign dignities, and he con- 
tinued de jure et de facto, a prince of the Bussian 
Empire, of the first dass. 

Jetsmark and Amalia both questioned Pedersen, 
and they learnt that Eiiut Yonved was now, and had 
been all day, far more "himself" than for months 
and even years preyiously. He understood Pedersen 
at once, and intimated that he even expected the visit 
of Amalia, and would see her forthwith. Be it here 
understood that Knut Yonved had long known that 
his grandson Lars was married to the daughter of 
Colonel Orvig. 

" I shall stay here and await your pleasure, Madame 
the Countess," said Jetsmark with mingled anxiety, 
respect and sympathy. 

Pedersen then led Amalia towards the presence of 
his centenarian master. Passing through the ante- 
room they crossed a large closet in which Pedersen 
and his wife slept, and beyond that was a passage 
about ten feet in length, wainsooated with walnut, 
which was lined with faded blue velvet hangings to 
the height of a man. At the extremity was a narrow 
door, covered with green baise, and studded fancifully 
with brass nails. It opened at a touch, and Amalia 
at last stood within the chamber of Prince Knut 
Yonved. 

It was a low oblong room, hung on all sides with 



138 VONVED THE DANE: 

andent threadbare tapestry, representiiig soriptiiial 
subjects — ^possibly the work of some of the ladies of 
the- house of Yaldemar, long centuries ago, and hence 
kept as an heirloom. With this exception the room 
was abnost devoid of ornament. It oontained afew 
rush-bottomed chairs, a round oak table, and a bed, 
without posts, or canopy, or curtains, and steeply 
sloping fix)m head to foot. On the tapestried wall by 
the bedside hung a field-marshal's baton, a pair of 
very old war-worn holster pistols, and a superb sabre, 
the hilt of solid gold richly chased, terminating in a 
lion's head, with diamonds for eyes. Various pre- 
cious stones thickly studded the scabbard, both edges 
of which were sheathed in gold, and acorns, and oak, 
and laurel leaves intermingled, all exquisitely wrought 
of the same metal, were attached in bold relief the 
whole length of each side. 

That field-marshal's baton Knut Vonved had re- 
ceived from Catherine, his imperial mistress, five 
years before he resigned her service, and he bore it 
in hand during as many subsequent campaigns, in 
each of which he won for her repeated victories — ^that 
sabre was a personal gift from the great Empress, 
who in the presence of her brilliant court, buckled it 
around In'm with her own hands — ^those battered hol- 
ster pistols had been presented him by his father 
when he first joined the army in his sixteenth year, 
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and throughout his warrior life he never used any 
other. 

Though so humble, the chamber was scrupulouslj 
dean, and yet poor old devoted Yeit and Magdale 
were the only persons who ever attended on its occu- 
pant or dwelt beneath the same roof with him. 

And where was he — ^the prince by birth and by 
heroic deeds of arms — the field marshal who had re- 
peatedly led mighty armies to victory — ^the lion- 
hearted warrior and sage statesman — ^the centenarian ' 
outlawed head of the kingly race of Valdemar ! 

A huge softly-cushioned arm chair was placed by 
the side of the stove, and deeply buried in its em- 
braces was the motionless bent figure of an exceed- 
ingly aged man. His outer dress was an ample hi 
robe, intrinsically of very great value, for it was en- 
tirely composed of the rarest Bussian sables. His 
head was nowhere bald. Thick fiakes of glossy hair 
descended on his shoulders to a great length, and 
mingled with the beard which descended fer below 
his breast. Hair and beard were alike white as the 
driven snow. His chin rested on his bosom, and his 
eyes were closed. Amalia was astonished to behold 
scarcely a wrinkle on his grand majestic features. 
His countenance itself was that of a most noble look- 
ing man in green old age. It was fall-fieshed ; the 
complexion was quite fresh and delicate, and he had 
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not lost a tooth One must look again at the hair 
and realize the exoessive bodily debility, to "be con- 
vinced that Knut Vonyed was indeed a man who had 
lived a full generation beyond the span prescribed by 
the inspired Psalmist. Amalia saw at the first glance 
that his features had a marvellous likeness to those 
of her husband and her boy ; and they all three bore 
indisputable resemblance to an authentic portrait she 
had once seen of the mighty founder of the line of 
Valdemar. 

Veit Pedersen went up to his master's chair, and 
announced with an unaffected air of the most pro- 
found respect, that the Countess of Elsinore was pre- 
sent. Knut Vonved did not appear immediately 
conscious of what was uttered, but in reality his 
hearing was only very slightly impaired, and he now 
both heard and understood every word. Slowly he 
unclosed his eyes and looked steadily towards Ama- 
lia, who had remained standing just within the room. 
She met the gaze of those keen blue eyes, which were 
undimned by filn^, and yet retained much of their 
piercing brilliancy. 

A moment's pause, and Amalia bounded forward 
and knelt close at his feet with clasped hands. 

" Prince Vonved ! save him ! save my husband ! 
Thou only canst ! " 

^*Who art thou?" 
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Had not Amalia seen his lips unclosed and steadily 
move, she woidd have doubted whether Knut Vonved 
had really uttered these words — ^for they were spoken 
in a low yet perfectly clear and peculiarly sweet tone. 

" I am Amalia, wife of thy grandson, Lars Vonved." 

" Thou art Colonel Orvig's daughter P" 

« I am.'' 

" I knew him. He was a brave man, and he died 
for Denmark. Who brought thee hither ? " 

" Sergeant Jetsmark." 

^' Jetsmark was ever a good soldier, and a faithful 
servant. Why hast thou sought my presence ? " 

" My husband commanded me." 

"Hast thou a token?" 

" This ! " and she held up Lars Vonved's signet 
ring. 

Knut Vonved never even glanced at the ring, but 
kept his gaze riveted on the anguished countenance 
of the suppliant at his feet. 

"Was that all?" 

" He bade me tell you that though the ship sailed 
fast, the eagle has at last dropped the sword on its 
deck /" 

" I know it. What does he need P" 

Amalia repeated her husband's words. 

" Dost thou love thy husband P" 

"More than life itself!" 
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Very slowly and with extreme labour Ennt Yon-* 
ved extended his right hand and laid it (m her head, 
as she knelt by his side. 

'^ Bless thee, my ohild ! May the Gtoi iriiom I 
worship and in whose dread presenoe I shall this 
night appear, bless thee now and for eyennore ! " 

Indescribably solemn and thrilh'ng was the man- 
ner in which he uttered these words. 

" Thou wilt save him ! " 

'^ I will, Fear not, my child. Thy husband shall 
be saved." 

Enut Yonved spake with the calm inspiration of a 
dying prophet-king. He then gave precise orders to 
Yeit Pedersen to search in an old chest in a reoeas 
behind the tapestry, and in a few minutes a wrought- 
iron casket was produced, and from it the mysterious 
whale's tooth was taken and delivered to Amalia. 

Again Knut Yonved spake— 

"Thou hast a boy P Bring him hither." 

"On the morrow?" 

" My eyes will never behold the dawn of a morrow 
on earth. I must see him now — see him ere I 
die." 

Amalia was fain to comply with the desire so 
touchingly expressed. Sergeant Jetsmark was sent 
for Wilhelm, whom he quickly brought into the pre- 
sence of his great-grandsire. 
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Long and silently did Knut Yonved gaze at his 
descendant, and to the foil as steadily was his yearn- 
ing gaze returned by the most princely child. 

^' Such as thou art, once was I, well-nigh a cen- 
tury ago!" murmured Knut Vonved. "Our race 
has not degenerated." 

The speaker made a feeble movement, and Amalia 
anticipating his intention, caused her boy to kneel, 
and half guided, half lifted Knut Yonyed's right 
hand till it rested on Wilhelm's head, and then, with 
awful fervour the patriarch pronounced a blessing on 
the child. 

A solemn pause ensued, broken by the voice of 
Enut Yonved, and Amalia was struck by the won- 
drous, unearthly radiance which now o'erspread his 
countenance. 

" Thy mother has taught thee to pray ?" said he to 
the yet kneeling boy. 

" Tes : I say my prayers night and morning." 

" Thou knowest our Lord's Prayer P " 

"Yes." 

" Let me hear thee." 

Wilhelm immediately clasped his little hands, and 
still fixedly meeting the beaming gaze of Knut Yon- 
ved, he commenced in a clear modulated voice the 
thrice hallowed prayer : — 

" * Fader vor du som er i Himlene ! helliget vorde 
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die navn, tilkomme dit Bige» akele din villie som i 
Himmelen saa og paa Jorden' " 

A cry firom his mother interrupted the child in the 
middle of the prayer. 

Knut Yonved's hand inertly slipped firom Wil- 
hehn's head — ^his eyes closed in death. 

Thus passed away a once mighty man— one of the 
bravest, the noblest, the best, of the illustrious race 
which sprung from the loins of Yaldemar the Gbeat. 

The last sight Knut Yonved saw on earth was the 
bright young fiaoe of Wilhelm — ^the last sound he 
heard was the voice of the child uttering the Lord's 
Prayer. 
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OHAPTEE XX. 

THE COMMANDANT VISITS LARS VONVED. 

The forenoon of Thttrsday — ^ihat is to say, less 
than twenty-four hours prior to the time fixed for his 
appearance on the terrible platform in Kongens 
Nytorv — ^Lars Vonved was cabnly reclined on the 
broad oaken bench, his back resting against the wall, 
and his head supported by his right hand, the elbow 
being raised by the hard leathern pillow. This posi- 
tion was obviously the most easy he could assume, as 
it enabled him to dispose of the ponderous fetters 
which clasped his limbs in a way that rendered him 
as little inconvenience by their weight and pressure 
as possible. The flesh wounds he had received on the 
fatal night of his capture were already quite healed, 
thanks to his good constitution and the purity of his 
blood. Several times had he received wounds which 
woidd have proved dangerous to many men, but they 
invariably healed kindly, for his temperate maimer 
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of living and oeaseless aotivity kept his iron firame in 
perfect health. 

To look at the countenance of this impenetrable 
man none would have imagined him to be conscious 
that he was doomed to shortly suffer a horrible and 
ignominious death in atonement to the outraged laws 
of his country. There he was, enclosed by the piti- 
less walls of a dimgeon whence escape was literally 
impossible, and yet he reclined his fettered limbs on 
the pold bench as calmly, and to all appearance as 
carelessly, as though it were a soft couch in the cabin 
of his own skonnert. His fair and gentle features 
were placid as ever : not a line in them betokened 
anguish, nor even anxiety ; nor could they be said to 
express any distinct emotion or feeling whatever, 
unless a furtive smile playing around the lips, and 
the occasional gleam of his keen blue eyes as they 
gazed towards the iron-studded door, iudicated curi- 
osity and expectation of some sort. The heavy steps 
of the sentinels pacing the pavement of the corridor 
were only very faintiy heard by him, even when they 
approached close to the massive door. When, how- 
ever, he could hear them, or the clang of their arms, 
with unusual distinctness, he gazed so earnestly as to 
prove that he expected a visiter. And who could 
that visiter be? Not his devoted wife— the only 
friend permitted to visit him, and probably the only 
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one who would have dared to do so even if permis- 
sion oould have been obtained — ^for when she bade 
him adieu on the previous night, it was with the un- 
derstanding that she would come again for the last 
time towards midnight on Thursday. It was not 
Amalia, therefore, whose presence he awaited, nor 
was it a Mend, nor a person whom he had ever before 
seen. Who could it be ? 

The Headsman of Copenhagen ! 

Early that morning Vonved had requested to see 
General Poulsen, the Commandant of Citadellet 
Frederikshavn, and when that high functionary 
promptly visited him, he said he had a |iarticular 
&vour to ask. The G-eneral, with unusual good 
humour, replied that he would willingly grant it, 
provided it was within the sphere of his duties. 
Vonved then demanded that his intended executioner, 
the Headsman of Copenhagen, should be permitted 
to visit him in his ceU, as he wished, he said, to have 
a private interview with that personage. 

" Ah," said the Q-eneral, in an accent of mingled 
surprise and pity ; " believe me, prisoner, you will 
see the Headsman quite soon enough without a pri- 
vate interview ! " 

But Vonved still urged his desire, and after a brief 
deliberation, the Q-eneral consented. Having ob- 
tained thus much, Vonved ventured a farther request, 
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whioh was so extraordinary that it startled the Com- 
mandant, and made him shudder, for the oondemned 
actually required that the Headfonan should bring 
-with him the hideous instruments of his fearfol 
office, and exhibit them. 

The Commandant shook his head, and looked 
penetratively at Vonved. The latter instinctively 
guessed the Ceneral's secret thoughts, and said with 
a snule — 

'^ 'Tis only a fancy of mine. General Poulsen, and 
the last I wish to gratify. You will not refiise P" 

" A fancy," murmured the General, nervously 
twitching at his sword hilt, and staring fixedly at his 
inexplicable prisoner ; ^' ay, and a somewhat peculiar 
one, eh P" 

" That is according to the view people may take of 
it, General," blandly responded Vonved. 

" If," continued the General, in a musing, retro- 
spective tone, ^^ if such a request, albeit very unusued, 
had been made by an ordinary prisoner, why, I 
might have taken it into consideration, but" 

" Tou think J am an extraordinary one, eh. 
General P" and Vonved softly laughed. 

Even the grim Commandant smiled at this, and 
drawing forth his silver snuff-box, he thrice tapped 
the lid, and as he took a pinch, nodded an eloquent 
affirmative. 
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** "Well," lesumed Vonved, " I'm sure you do me 
the eminent honour to treat me as such," glanoing 
significantly at his fetters ; *' but why refuse my last 
friend to visit me P" 

** I remember/' replied the Commandant, speaking 
slowly and emphatically^ "that when, three years 
ago, you were awaiting your doom in Kronborg at 
Elsinore, you induced Baron Leutenberg to permit a 
priest to yisit you, and the result was" 

"That the priest and I exchanged conditions!" 
interrupted Lars Vonved, with a slight chuckle and 
an arch look, as though the reminiscence afforded 
him particular gratification. 

" Precisely so ; and very droll, I dare say. Hah ! 
By the Hammer of Thor ! but you have not a simple 
Baron Leutenberg to deal with now ! " grimly re- 
joined the G-eneral. 

" Alas ! no ;" demurely cried Vonved, shaking his 
head with an air of sad acquiescence. Then he briskly 
added — ^"Ah! that poor priest was innocent as a 
babe, I give you my word. General. Self-preserva- 
tion is the first law of nature, and I was reluctantly 
compelled to deceive him and my very shrewd and 
watchful guards. I acted by instinct — ^that was all ! " 

" Instinct ! ay, at the expense of poor Baron Leu- 
tenberg, who lost his command of Kronborg, and 
was disgraced in consequence ! " dryly remarked the 
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Qeneral. ^' Well ! trust me, my Mend, I shall not 
run any Bunilar risk after such a lesson as that. By- 
the-by," continued he, curiously, " did your escape 
really happen as related in the ballad they sing about 
youP" 

^^ It did, General. But surely you cannot imagine 
that I am such an idiot as to hope to escape from 
your charge by repeating the scheme with the Heads- 
man instead of a priest for a scape-goat V* 

"Tordner og lynerl" ejaculated the Gheneral, 
twirling his huge gray moustaches with an uneacfy 
air ; " who can tell what you hope, or what you ex- 
pect, or what you can or cannot do P I don't relish 
the responsibility of your safe keeping, I can tell 

you, and I shall not feel comfortable until 1 don't 

wish to hurt your feeUngs, Captain Vonved — ^but 

really, until you . Ah ! you comprehend me, I 

am sure?" 

" Until I am led forth for execution, you would 
say?" composedly answered Vonved, not a muscle 
of his features twitching, as he thus spake of his 
fearful impending doom. 

The Commandant gravely and silently bowed. 

" Well, General, you will not have to wait long, 
and, therefore, I once more beg you will humour my 
Uttle fancy." 

" Tou are a fearful and a fearless man ; ay, and a 
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most desperate and reckless man, Captain Yonved/' 
thoughtfdlly repKed the Commandant; "and how 
can I oonjeoture what mad scheme you have pro- 
jected." 

" None, whatever. Tou surely do not imagine I 
would bribe the Headsman ?" 

" Tou cannot, if you would. He is impotent to 
aid you in any way; He is as much a prisoner as 
yourself, and as closely watched." 

" So much the better ; the less objection to my pri- 
vately seeing him." 

" I have already said I am willing for you to see 
him, and to converse with him as much as you desire, 
but why wish to see his — ^his" 

" A particular fancy — an impulse— -nothing more. 
Come, G-eneral Poulsen, let us speak frankly and 
sincerely!" exclaimed Vonved, suddenly changing 
his nonchalamit bantering tone ; and drawing himself 
up to his full height, despite his chains, he spake 
with plaintive energy : " I perfectly understand your 
doubts and not unnatural suspicions, but I give you 
my word of honour — ah ! do not smile, ironically, 
Qexieral, for outlaw as I am, and doomed to an igno- 
minious death, I yet defy any living being to prove 
that I ever brake my pledge of good faith! I 
solemnly promise you that I contemplate nothing of 
the kind you apprehend, for I am not a madman. I 



152 VONVED THE DAins : 

do not even wish to touch the ingtramentB — I meretj 
desire to see them. And you can give any private 
orders to the Headsman you think proper." 

" True, I can;" mused the Commandant. "Well, 
well, Captain Vonved, it is, as you say, one of your 
last requests, and I seek not tofidihomyour motive — 
and motive of some sort you doubtless have — fiw 
such a very extraordinary fancy. It shall be grati- 
fied, however. I will send the Headsman to you 
punctually at noon, and" — he paused, and nodded 
his head emphatically — " if his presence, and what 
he will show and tell you, does not imman you, 
nothing will?" 

" Thank you, heartily, General Poulsen. I shall 
never forget your kindness." 

" Hammer of Thor ! your memory will not long 
be burthened with that or any other recollection ! " 
hastily replied the General ; and ungracious as was 
this speech, and bitter as was its terrible allusion, the 
stem, yet not unfeeling old Commandant uttered it 
involuntarily, and grew quite confused and vexed at 
hims elf the next instant, when he suddenly reflected 
that it might imply a cruel taunt. So he hastily 
nodded, and quitted the cell, muttering — " What a 
man I Himmel ! what a man ! " 

When the ponderous door had again clanged back, 
and Lars Vonved was once more in solitude, a sin- 
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gfular smile stole very gradually over his features, 
and he stood for a minute or two immovable, his head 
bowed, and his eyes fixed on the huge flagstone at 
his feet. 

What were his thoughts P What feeling could it 
be which suggested that smile of secret self-gratu- 
lationP He had gained his point with the Com- 
mandant — ^his request was granted — ^but what was 
the motive of that request P 

The smile faded away, and he raised his head and 
glanced quickly around. Twice or thrice his lips un- 
dosed, as though an ejaculation was on the point of 
utterance, and his keen eyes flashed with an inex- 
plicable expression. It did not distinctly betoken 
gladness, nor triimiph, nor pride, nor scorn, nor 
disgust, nor contempt, nor irony, but a strange ad- 
mixture, as it were, of all, with a dash of roguish 
amusement. 

Then he glanced at his manacles, and a short, bitter, 
irrepressible laugh burst £rom his lips. 

" Ha ! ha ! my good friend, the Commandant," 
soliloquized he, speaking to himself in a low, yet clear 
whisper, "is a wise man — ^in his generation. He 
swears by the Hammer of Thor that I cannot deceive 
him as I erewhile deceived his poor simple friend 
Baron Leutenberg. Lars Vonved must not dream 
of escape now he is in charge of the astute G-eneral 

H 6 



154 VONVED THB DANE: 

Ponlsen ! For has not the General immured him in 
the innermost dungeon of the Gitadellet Frederik- 
shavn P And are not watohfdl, inoomiptible senti- 
nels posted at eveiy outlet ? And is not the doomed 
man fettered in eyery limb ? Is he not oaged like a 
wild beast, and regarded as such P" 

Yonyed clanged his manades together with a fierce, 
contemptuous ejaculation as he uttered the last sen- 
tence ; but the next moment he gently resumed — 

" The old General only does his duty, and I honour 
h^vn for it, and bear him no ill-will. I think he pities 
me, too. Ay, he is not a cruel man ; he is only stem, 
and stolid, and — stupid ! Ah, well, I haye done with 
him now — ^he has served my turn ! " And here Von- 
yed commenced swiftly moving to and fro as well as 
his fetters would permit, and heavy as they were, he 
seemed ahnost unconscious of their existence so far 
as their mere weight was concerned; but he uttered 
a terrible cry of rage when he happened to take a step 
too far, and was checked by the chain riveted to the 
hoop aroimd his body ; for it was too short to permit 
him to walk beyond the middle of the dungeon. He 
seemed, however, half ashamed to have been betrayed, 
even in solitude, to an expression of anger so futile 
and impotent, for his delicate features flushed, and 
he uttered a low and scomfiil ej«u3ulation expressive 
of self-reproof. 
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*^ Ja ! ja ! " muttered he, " they oan dungeon my 
body, and fetter my limbs, and stint me of ail, and 
exult in my pangs, and doom me to suffer an infa- 
mous death, but my soul is beyond their power I they 
cannot for <me moment bind my free spirit I " 

His eyes flashed as he uttered these passionate sen- 
tences, and in an ironical, mocking tone, he then 
recited a spirited verse from a Danish sea-song, be- 
ginning with the lines : — 

** Derfbr rask ombord ! 
See Fragatten, hyor hnn stamper I 
Seer I ikke hvor 
Hekla med af Loengsel damper? ** 

" Ha ! ha ! " chuckled he, in a low, guarded tone, 
** Op med Seil og Damp ! Op med Eoeer og op med 
Master !* Here am I, Lars Vonved, whom men call 
the Baltic Eover, fettered, and dimgeoned, and doom- 
ed ; closely watched by day, and trebly guarded by 
night, lest I may haply once more balk their ven- 
geance—or justice, as they call it. Fools ! ye reckon 
to consummate my doom on the morrow, but — Op med 
Seil og Damp !" 

He soliloquized no further. Abruptly checking 
himself, he glanced from wall to wall, from flooring 
to ceiling, and then threw his frame down full length 
on the bench, so recklessly, that every link of his 

* "Up withsailandBteamI Up with yards and up with masts I ** 
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fetters crashed and rattled. And thus it was that ha 
reposed in expectation of his dread visiter. 

Precisely at noon the sentinel stationed outside the 
dungeon door loudly challenged some approaching 
party, received the countersign, and the next minute 
the thick iron bars which stretched athwart the door 
at top and bottom, were unshipped from their sockets, 
and a huge key grated in the monstrous lock. With 
a harsh rasping, and a hoarse duU jar, the ponderous 
bolts slowly shot back, and the loosened door was 
cautiously thrust inward just sufficiently to admit the 
head and shoulders of the chief gaoler, who gazed 
anxiously and nervously into the dungeon with much 
the same doubtful air as though he were surveying 
the den of a captive tiger, to observe the mood of the 
animal ere venturing within his reach. Perceiving 
that Lars Vonved reclined in the position described, 
and gazed steadily and very calmly at himself, the 
gaoler took courage and advanced a step. 

"Well?" said Vonved, in a quiet tone, yet ex- 
pressive of undisguised contempt. 

" By order of the Commandant, Herr Vonved, the 
Captain of the Gnard and '' 

But here he was thrust aside by the officer whom 
he had just named, who stalked in, with his left hand 
clutching the hilt of his long sword, the scabbard of 
which clanged sharply' against the pavement. He 
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advanced to the middle of the dungeon, and there 
paused in some embarrassment, for Yonved made no 
movement, nor uttered a syllable, but gazed at him 
with an air of consimimate ease and nonchalance. 

" Prisoner," said the officer, hesitatingly, " by 
order of General Poulsen, I have brought the Heads- 
man to your dungeon." 

" Very good; Captain of the Qiiard," replied Von- 
ved in a tone of cool superiority ; " you may intro- 
duce him." 

The officer stared at the terrible and inscrutable 
prisoner, and at the gaolor, alternately, but Vonved 
was in no mood to waste time with him. 

'^ Captain of the Qxiard ! " exclaimed he, in a sharp, 
stem voice, "you have your orders from General 
Poulsen ; obey them ! " 

The officer started, and gazed in bewildered asto- 
nishment at the doomed captive who thus addressed 
him. 

"Tou were ordered to introduce to me the Heads- 
man of Copenhagen for a private interview. Do so, 
and retire!" 

The captain flushed, partly with anger, and partly 
with undefinable awe and an instinctive feeling of 
personal inferiority to the manacled prisoner, and 
muttering, " I wish you joy of your private interview !" 
he beckoned to the gaoler, and they quitted the dun- 
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geon together, giving place to an ominonB fignrey who 
stalked slowly and noiselessly forward, until he stood 
in the oentre of the floor. The door suddenly danged, 
and its outer bars and bolts grated in their sockets, 
and then Lars Y onved had his strange wish realized, 
for he was in his dungeon, alone with the Headsman. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE HEADSMAN OF COPENHAGEN. 

The personal history of the Headsman waa extra- 
ordinary. He was by birth a gipsy — ^the only son, 
it was said, of the " king " of the vagrant tribes who 
roam through the immense wilds, and moors, and 
heaths of Jutland, the northern peninsula of Den- 
mark Proper. When quite a youth he oommitted 
some serious orime for which he waa sentenced to 
a lengthened imprisonment in the Tughthuus 
(House of Correction), at Aalborg. He speedily 
escaped thence, and resumed his yagrant, semi-savage 
life, but being in danger of re-apprehension he roamed 
southward into Slesvig, and shortly afterwards became 
a soldier. His regiment was sent' to the Danish 
West India Islands, where he served a few years with 
anything but a good character, until, for repeated 
breaches of military discipline, he and other kindred 
spirits were drafted to a sort of ^' condemned regi- 



mEsx:^ fUttioaed «t one of theStaiish ^faftnrifls"or 
•ettkxDexitB; OIL die ecMst of AfEiem. Fram tfais place 
he managed to desert, and foithwith iofondooiigemal 
empIoTment abooid a Spanish staiBr. 

He ^ent flereral Yean in " HafHind-f^trhingy^ 
and it was cmrentl j reported he eren engaged in a 
danker and yet more iniquitoos calling at sea as one 
of the crew of the Morning Star, a pirate brig of tec^ 
xible notoriety. However this might he, certain it is 
that he letimied.to Denmark after an absence of ten 
years in all, considerably enriched with booty; nduoh, 
however, he was not destined to ^oy long, for he 
was recognized and seized as a deserter, and con- 
demned as a ^^ slave " (or convict) for a term of years. 
His former good fortune did not desert him. He 
once more escaped — ^by bribing his goards it v^as sup- 
posed — and thenceforth led a desperate life as the 
chief of a gang of miscreants who generally infasted 
the wild districts of Jutland, but who occasionally 
sojourned in Slesvig and Holstein, and in the adja- 
cent Danish isles. Many robberies and even murders 
were committed by the gang, tmtil the government 
being thoroughly aroused, a vigorous crusade was 
set on foot against them, and they were dispersed, 
pursued in every direction, and dragged by twos and 
tlu-oes from their dens and lurking places. The very 
last man captured was the redoubtable captain of the 
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band, Ole Hustro. This aocomplished gentlemaiiy 
gipsy by birth, and pirate and bandit by profession, 
proved himself to be a superb villain now that he and 
his followers were firmly gripped by the iron hand of 
justice. He offered not only to give such evidence 
as would effectually convict every one of his captive 
associates, but also to render valuable information 
concerning the organization and rendezvous of certain 
other predatory bands. Moreover he pledged him- 
self to discover secret stores where the bulk of pro- 
perty plundered by his own banditti was hidden, so 
that it might be restored to its rightful owners. In 
return for these services Herr Ole Hustru meekly 
stipulated that he himself should receive a free par- 
don. Now, so far, there was nothing very extraor- 
dinary in the affair, for, time out of mind, the greatest 
villain of a gang of marauders has invariably been 
the first to betray his companions that he may save 
his neck at their expense ; but in the present instance 
the antecedents of Herr Hustru were of such a 
nature that the authorities naturally hesitated to ac- 
cept his scoundrelly offer, for they could not but feel 
conscious that if the arch- villain himself was thus 
permitted to escape the punishment he so richly me- 
rited, at the expense of those who had been mere 
subordinates and took in his hand, the public would 
inevitably indulge in reflections any thing but com^ 
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plimentajy to the assumed impartiality of Madam 
Justice. 

The result of investigations and deliberations, how- 
ever, so clearly evidenced the value of Ole Hustm's 
offer, that, on the score of expediency, it was reluct- 
antly accepted. One trifling condition was neverthe- 
less peremptorily insisted upon. " We kuow what 
your past career has been, and we can predicate what 
your future career would be were we to set you once 
more at liberty," said the authorities, " and, oonse- 
quentiy, we are imwilUng that such a sublime evil- 
doer as yourself should be permitted to walk abroad 
unfettered or imguarded. Fulfil your promises, and 
we will grant you the boon of Hfe, but more than 
that we will not yield." He cheerfully assented to 
the hard condition. By his unscrupulous evidence 
every one of his band was convicted, some being 
sentenced to death, and the others to slavery. 

It happened that the Headsman of Copenhagen — 
to which city the robbers had been conveyed for triid 
— ^was then a man in years, and required the aid of 
an assistant to perform the dread duties of his ofElce. 
Herr Ole heard of this, and immediately profiBared 
himself as a candidate. He was permitted to " try 
his hand," and he actually officiated at the execution 
of seven wretched men who had recentiy been mem- 
bers of his gang, and who were brought to the scaf- 
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fold chiefly by his own traitorous evidenoe! This 
was a promismg beginning, and well did the in- 
oomparable villain subsequently realize the augury. 
During five years he performed the duties of assistant 
Headsman, or executioner (continuing all the while 
a prisoner himself) ; and then, the old Headsman 
dying, he was appointed to the vacant office, and 
was permitted to receive the fixed salary, and all the 
perquisites thereimto appertaining; and he could 
expend these earnings in any manner he pleased, 
although he was personally confined within the grim 
walls of Oitadellet Frederikshavn. He was never 
permitted to pass beyond the outer gates of this for- 
tress except under close escort, when his services as 
Headsman were required. No sooner had he per- 
formed his terrible duty than he was conducted back 
to the citadel, there to remain a " prisoner at large." 
When Ole Hustru volimteered to become assistant to 
his predecessor, he was thirty-five years of age ; he 
served five years as a subordinate ; and he had now 
been fifteen years Headsman of Copenhagen. Thus 
his present age was fifty-five. 

The aspect of this illustrious miscreant accorded 
well with the nature of his hideous office. He was 
a very tall muscular man, and, strange to say, his 
carriage still evidenced that he had been a soldier, 
for he bore himself gracefully erect, and all his mo- 
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tions were meohanicallj prompt and preoise, the re- 
sult of martial training and discipline. Althoudi 
two score and fifteen, his joints were as supple as 
those of a yonng man, and he had a peculiar lithe, 
springing gait. Nothing betokened his idiosTncarasy 
— nothing in his personal aspect reyealed his charac- 
ter nor indicated the monstrous career he had nm 
except his head. Ah, what a head, and what a coun- 
tenance ! The intelligent ohserrer first gazed at it 
with startled surprise ; then with excited curiositj ; 
next with shuddering fascination ; and finally with 
horror, fear, abhorrence. His gipsy origin was 
strikingly evidenced by the general contour of his 
features ; by his long coal-black hair, wiry and coarse 
as a horse's mane ; and by his peculiar complexion, 
which was a deep rich olive, dusky aroimd the eyes, 
and verging to a dark purplish hue on the neck and 
throat. His jaw was remarkably massive and angular, 
a shape indicative alike of stubborn resolution and 
remorseless cruelty ; his chin was long, narrow, and 
peaked; his lips broad, and exceedingly thin and 
wrinkled; his nose large, hooked, sharply ridged^ 
and the nostrils closely compressed. His countenance 
was furrowed and indescribably repulsive, for every 
tortuous line seemed a physical record of some past 
evil deed, and the whole coimtenanoe was expressive 
of wiliest cimning, vile passions, animal courage and 
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ferociiy, orimiiial daring, and oonsununate audacity 
and yillany. 

Suoh was the Headsman of Copenhagen — ^the being 
who now stood in the dungeon of the doomed Eover. 

As the dungeon door dosed heavily behind him, 
the Headsman advanoed to the wooden block fixed 
in the centre of the floor, and upon its top deposited 
a long black leathern bag. He then doffed his great 
uncouth wolf-skin cap, and raised his right hand to 
his brow in military salute. 

" I am here, at your service, Captain Vonved ! " 
exclaimed he, in a deliberate, yet hoarse and hollow 
voice. 

Lars Vonved made no immediate reply, nor did 
he stir from his reclining posture on the stone bench, 
but glanced keenly at the ominous visiter. 

The Headsman wore his official dress: trowsers 
and a tunic, both of blood-red cloth, with broad black 
stripes down the seams of the former, and three black 
horizontal bars encircling the tunic, which fell down 
to the calf of the leg. When he officiated in public 
he also wore a mask of black velvet. 

For a full minute the Bover and the Headsman 
gazed searchingly at each other, like two gladiators 
who meet for the first time, each anxious to estimate 
the powers of his antagonist. 

A quiet smile played around the lips of Lars Von- 
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Ted, as he broke the silenoe by toying in a soft low 
voice, &ank and even cordial in its tone— 

^' I am glad to see you, Headsman ! I welcome 
you to my dimgeon ! " 

" You are the first who ever said as much to me, 
under similar circumstances! " replied the Headsman, 
with a furtive glance of mingled incredulity, suspicion, 
sarcasm, and extorted respect and admiration. 

" Yet I say it sincerely." 

" I do not doubt your word, Captain Vonved, for 
I well know you are no common man." 

" Ah, you have heard of me P You know what 
my character is, and what my career has beenP" said 
Vonved, briskly; and he turned over on his side, and 
supported his head on the palm of his left hand. 

"Yes, Captain Vonved, I know — ^what all Den- 
mark knows of you ! " 

"What may that be P" 

" That you are a man of a million — a Eover to 
whom fear is unknown." 

" And Denmark believes this P" 

" Yes, Captain Vonved." 

" And you believe it P " 

" I have surely present reasons so to do." 

" Then," said Vonved, with calm emphasis, " I 
must assure you that you give me credit for a faculty 
which I do not possess. I may be comparatively a 
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fearless man, but whoever imagines that fear is un- 
known to me is deceived. I have oft felt a&aid, and 
sometimes I have been abnost paralyzed with fear. I 
should be more than a mortal were it otherwise. He 
who boasts that he never felt fear, and never was 
afiaid, is either an insensate idiot or consummate 
liar. But I did not request General Foulsen to send 
you here to tell you this. Your name is Ole HustruP" 

"It is." 

" You are by birth a Jutlander— one of a tribe of 
gipsies?" 

"Ay, Captain Vonved, and one of the royal 
blood ! " chuckled the Headsman, displaying a row 
of exquisitely even and dazzling white teeth. " My 
father was king of the tribes who roam through Jut- 
land from Lemvig, Viborg, and Banders, northward 
to the Skaw, and I was his only son." 

" That is true," remarked Vonved, very quietly, 
"for one of your tribe has long been of my crew, and 
he once told me much of your early history." 

The Headsman started, and uttered an involuntary 
ejaculation of surprise. 

" Who is he. Captain Vonved P" 

" A brave and faithftd follower of mine, and his 
name is Lods Stav." 

" Lods Stav ! " muttered the Headsman, nervously 
clutching his wolf-skin cap between his huge bony 
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paws, and glaring in an angry startled manner at 
the imperturbable Eover. 

" Ay, perhaps yon reoolleat him P" 

" There are several of that namj3," evasively replied 
the Headsman. 

'' Possibly : but this man knew you intimately, and 
related to me an interesting little aneodote about his 
sister Johanne Stav, who was your first sweetheart ; 
and whom you, in a fit of jealousy — doubtless very 
pardonable — stabbed to the heart, and " 

" Hold, Captain Vonved ! you have said enough, 
and more than enough. I did not expect this." 

The Headsman quailed and trembled, and big 
drops of perspiration suddenly steamed from his vil- 
lainous sloping forehead. 

" Pugh," laughed Lars Vonved, carelessly dangling 
his fettered limbs over the oak bench, and staring 
with merciless composure at the writhing, conscience- 
stricken wretch, " you are too sensitive ! You ought 
not to be troubled by such a trifling reminiscence. It 
happened long ago — thirty-seven years since, if Lods 
Stav reckons truly." 

"AndheyetUvesP" 

"Ay." 

" I hoped he was dead." 

" Doubtless : but he lives — ^he is one of my crew — 
and he lives to avenge his sister, to wipe away her 
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dishonoTir, and to repay her death by sheathing his 
two-edged blade in the heart of her murderer." 

" The curse of Odin rest upon him day and night ! 
Yet I fear him not. I am beyond his reach ! " hoarsely 
growled the Headsman. ^^He can never approadp 
me, except aa a fettered captive ! " 

" Who can tell P He is a gipsy, like yourself and 
yon well know that one of your race never forgives 
an injury, and values not his own life, so that he 
may be avenged on his enemy." 

The Headsman broshed his clammy brow with the 
sleeve of his tunic, and W€is silent for a space. Then 
he swore a terrible oath, and through his clenched 
teeth, he murmured — 

" Did you send for'me to tell me this P" 

" Oh, no, my good friend," replied Vonved, with 
an imperceptible sneer, "far otherwise. I have merely 
€dluded to the fact to inform you that I happen to 
know more of the peculiarly entertaining adventures 
of your early life than the world in general What 
interest can I have in your youthful peccadilloes P 
What care I for the death-feud betwixt you and Lods 
StavP" 

" Ay, what indeed ! For this hour to-morrow you 
will be imder my hands — ^in Kongens Nytorv!" 
brutally exclaimed the Headsman, with a hideous 
laugh. 

VOL. n. I 
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^^ Just so: there— or elseidifiire!" 

^^ Elsewhere I" echoed the HeadsQian, mtii s eon- 
ning leer. ^ These walls are very thicik. Captain 
Yonyed, and your fetters are of the toughest wrought 
*iron, from the mmes of Daimemora, and your guank 
will not sleep at thdr posts, and I do not think that 
General Paulsen will permit a priest to Tisit you to- 
night, for he remembers how deftly you aTailed your- 
self of such a privilege when in charge of Baron 
Leutenberg, at Kronborg ! " 

" And so you believe that ere this time to-morrow 
I shall be on the scaffold in Eongens Nytorv P" 

" Where else should you be P" 

'^ Where, indeed ! And now let us talk of that 
scaffold, and your own duties and experiences, for 
one in my situation naturally takes an interest in 
such things." 

" At your service, Captain Vonved," promptly re- 
sponded ihB Headsman, who had already resumed 
his usual callous air. 

^^ You have been a long while an inmate a£ this 
citadel P'* 

" Twenty years. Five as assistant, and fifteen as 
headsman." 

" And will they not some day set you free in re- 
ward for your long and faithful services P" 
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**I do not expect it, and I do not desire it. I have 
long outHved all relish for liberty." 

" What ! do you not wish you oould once more re- 
(nime your old profession P" 

^^ No : I prefer pase and safety within these walls." 

" Then you are h»ppj here P" 

'^ I have pleniy to eat, plenfy to drink, and nine 
days out of ten nothisig to do but amuse myself. I 
drink breendeviin, I smoke^ I dice with the warders 
and soldiers, I teU them stories of my adventures, I 
laugh, I joke, I snap my fingers at oare and at time, 
and I sleep like a dx>rmous9. Thus I live like a 
iffin^." 

" Of gipsies — ^yes ! Ah, my Mend, you are better 
than a prince — ^you are a profound philosc^her. And 
4B0 you sleep Uke a dcomouse P Do you ever dream P" 

"Not I!" 

"See, now," exclaimed Vonved, "what a blessed 
thing it is to possess a peaceful spirit, an iimocent 
mind, and a conscience void of offence ! It enables 
a man to enjoy dreamless sleep. How I envy you, 
OleHustru!" 

The Headsman did not much relish this irony, and 
he doggedly retorted — 

" You will very soon sleep more soimdly than ever 
I have done. Captain Vonved ! " 

*^ You think death is a perpetual sleep P" 

1.2 
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"Ay." 

<< And dreamless P" 

"Ay." 

'' Tis the Atheist's miserable creed : and now I 
know why you can sleep so sonndly in this life, and 
why visions of the past never hannt yonr midnight 
pillow, I cease to envy you." 

" I care not. All's one to me." 

Lars Yonved's eyes flashed. 

" What have you there P" 

"The tools I use." 

" So : a good workman is known by the condition 
in which he keeps his tools. Are yours in order for 
service?" 

"You shall see." 

The Headsman untied the leathern thongs which 
secured the mouth of the bag, and first drew forth an 
immense broadsword in a wooden scabbard, painted 
red. This he unsheathed, and displayed a blade folly 
five feet in length, dazzlingly bright, and its single 
edge sharp as a razor. It was fitted to a steel hilt, 
having a cross-guard of twisted wrought iron, and 
the round handhold, covered with brass wire, was 
nearly a foot long, so that ample space was afforded 
to grasp it with both hands. Near the hilt the blade 
was little more than two inches broad, but it gradual- 
ly widened to the extremity, where its breadth was 
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six inohes. The back was an inoh thick, and in it a 
large quantity of quioksilyer was impermeablj en- 
closed in a groove, so that when the sword descended 
the heavy subtle fluid coursed swiftly downward, and 
materially increased the momentum of the stroke. 
Along the middle of the blade was inscribed in Qothic 
diaracters, " Vim vi repelkre liceV^ 

This ponderous and Mghtfiil instrument the Heads- 
man whirled aroimd his head, its polished blade flash- 
ing Hke a broad gleam of silvery moonshine in the 
sombre dimgeon. 

"Ha! ha!" grinned he, "what think you of this 
charming tool. Captain Vonved?" 

"A sword," replied the Eover, with curling lip 
and an irresistible glance of proud disdain, " is the 
only tool fit for the hand of a gentleman ; but that!^^ 

"Ay, what of this?" 

" *Tis not a sword — 'tis a butcher's cleaver." 

" Nay, Captain Vonved, 'tis a sword — ^the goodly 
Sword of Justice." 

" Then all I have to say. Die Hustru, is, that such 
a Sword of Justice is only fit to be wielded by — 
yourseH!" 

"And no man can wield it better!" cried the 
Headsman, fiercely, as he dexterously swung it a- 
round and plunged it to-and-&o with as much ease 
as though it were a light rapier. " Think what you 
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please, Captain Yonved, but jnHk Hob snne good 
blade I hsfe eternally dmBEoed trmik and head, body 
and eool, of many a bivfe and slalirait tBllow, and 
nerer didoneoomplflintfaBlIdidmydiiljm anmn 
wofkmanlike fiuliion ! " 

** Does one stroke snffiee r 

''With me it does — a bm^kr mig^ bave to sbiks 
thriee. Only onoe in my life hate I fialed to decapi- 
tate with a smgle blow." 

'' The solitary fidlnie oTinmi your ddD^ even as 
an exoeption proves a rale. StQl it wmld be annoy- 
ing. To what did you attxibate it F" 

''The fellow was properly bonnd down, but he 
drew back his stupid head at the very instant my 
sword desoended, so that it struok the back of Us 
skull instead of the ned:." 

" Probably the poor man was slightly nervouaP" 

" Nervous ! ay, he was a wretched ereataie. He 
murdered his wife's grandmother ; and, idiot-Uke, he 
voluntarily gave himself up and confessed the deed!" 
contemptuously exclaimed the Headsman. 

" It must require strength, skill, and practice to 
wield that weapon," remarked the Eover. 

" That it does, Captain Vonved. See." 

As he uttered the last word the Headsman firmly 
grasped the hilt of the sword with both hands, rapid- 
ly whirled the blade in a perfect circle thrice round 
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bis head fixm left to light, and then oansed it to 
desoend like a flash of light sheer down, on the oaken 
blook, in which it buried itself to the yery back, and 
when he released his hold the projecting portion of 
tide blade qniyered tremulously. 

The Headsman turned and looked at Lars Yonved, 
as if to bespeak his admiratipn. 

The latter fully appreoiaied the singular example 
of skill and strength he had witnessed, and nodded 
oomplaoently and approvingly. 

"Who taught you that stroke?" ^ 

" Ha ! is it not fine P is it not beautiful P" enthu- 
siastioaUy responded tiie Headsman. " Who taught 
it meP Why, my old predecessor gave me some 
hints, and I improved on them myself; but I don't 
mnid oonfessing to you, Captain Yonved, that I 
chiefly learnt it from a John Chinaman." 

« A Chinaman? That was droll, i' faith-" 

" Yes. You doubtless have heard that I, when a 
young fellow, was sent as a soldier to the West Indies, 
and for some insignificant acts of insubordination, 
and a few venial errors not worth mentioning, they 
thence drafted me to the condemned r^^ent on the 
African coast. There was a Chinaman at the settle- 
m^it who, in his own country, had been a headsman, 
and he had enjoyed more practice in seven days than 
I ever have bad in as many years. He taught me 
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the secret trick of the crajpt, though little did I then 
imagine I should ever have occasioii to exercise it. 
But this does not immediately concern you. Captain 
Yonvedy for you are not adjudged to the sword like 
an ordinary manslayer, but honoured with condem- 
nation to the wheeL" 

Vonved did not reply to this dubious compliment, 
and the Headsman, by a powerful effort, extricated 
his deadly sword &om the block. He critically ran 
his eye along the keen edge, and smiled with satis- 
f eujtion. when he noted that it was perfectly uninjured 
by the severe trial which it had undergone. 

" After aU, that is nothing astonishing," remarked 
Lars Vonved, " for the block is only oak. I have a 
straight two-edged Spanish blade, with which I have 
divided a piece of lignum vitae, six inches square, at 
a single blow; and I have an Affgha,Ti yataghan 
which will sever a small bar of wrought iron without 
having its edge turned or injured." 

^' Kling-klang ! this is only a simple Danish blade, 
but I would wager it against your Spanish cut-aud- 
thrust and your Affghan yataghan. Lignum vitee 
and wrought iron ! Shoohoo ! " growled Ole Hustru, 
shaking his head and leering incredulously, whilst 
he carefully resheathed his " Sword of Justice," and 
replaced it in the bag. 

He next drew forth and displayed to Vonved a 
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variety of the terrible mechanical appKances of his 
ghastly office. There were flat ropes composed of 
cords platted together, and used to bind the limbs of 
criminals on the scaffold ; curioiLsly shaped iron man- 
acles for similar purposes ; a sharp-pointed knife with 
a curved blade, used to rip out the heart of any hap- 
less creature condemned to undergo the extreme and 
barbarous punishment for high treason ; and various 
other instruments, each of which, owing to the spe- 
cial use to which it was dedicated, would have excited 
a visible shudder of horror in any man less stoical 
than Lars Vonved. He, however, regarded these 
successive objects with intelligent curiosity, but 
without the slightest manifestation of disgust or 
dread, and he calmly listened to the professional 
elucidations of the Headsman without betraying a 
shadow of dismay or apprehension at their obvious 
personal application. 

At last Ole Hustru, with a diabolical grin, drew 
forth a roimd bar of polished wrought iron, about 
three feet in length, and fully two inches in diameter. 
A piece of leather was tightly stitched around eight 
inches of one extremity to serve as a hand-hold. A 
person imsuspicious of the use of this bar might very 
naturally have imagined ;t to be a lever detached 
from some piece of machinery, but the Eover recog- 
nised it at once as the abhorrent medium of that 
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fiendlike ptmishment called ^^braJdltg tSbr^ on thd 
•^Ixeel '' — Hhe doom which he himself was oondetmidd 
so shortly to tindergo. To assert that he gassed at it 
with imshritita'ng eyes, an Tinmoved oOrmtenanee, aiiA 
with tmqiiailmg spirit is the tmth^ and yet he iras 
secretly consciotis that only by the sternest exertion 
of his proud, defiant ttill^ was he enabled to repress 
the instinctive feeling of namelesi^ horror and hat^ 
which crept round the fibres of his heart, and tangled 
at its very core. But he succeeded in maintatoing 
his usual outward impassibiliiy, and neither by lode, 
nor word, nor gesture, did he betray to the observant 
Headsman the hidden feeling. 

" What do you caU that, Herr Headsman P" 

"Jemkys!" 

" Iron-kiss ! Iron-devil, you mean ! '' 

" As you please. Captain Vonved, but every thing 
has a name — ^and a use." 

Ole Hustru nodded significantly as he uttered this, 
and gently rubbed the jemkys on the sleeve of his 
tunic. 

" When did you use it last P" abruptly asked Von- 
ved. 

" Three years ago come Juul-tide " (Christmas), 

*lUponwhomP" 

" One Jobel, a peasant." 

"What had he done P" 
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'^ Waylaid Baron Bensvold of Kioge, and mnr- 
dered him mthin sight of his own oastle. A peasant 
who kills his lord is invariably honoured with the 
wheel." 

^^ Did revenge prompt him to commit the deed ?" 

"Why, yes, Captain Vonved, there was little 
doubt of that The Baron had wronged him in a 
manner you can easily imagine." 

" And that jemkys — is it the one always used ? " 

"It is* My predecessor, like myself^ never used 
any other." 

" Tell me now, Ole Hustru," said Vonved, with a 
slightly perceptible degree of huskiness in his tone, 
and with a peculiar utterance, like one who forces 
himseK to seek information on a topic at once per- 
sonally painful and fascinating, "how many times 
have you stood by the wteel.with that jemkys in 
your hand P" 

" I hardly remember, but from first to last, I have 
used it a score of times at least. They don't often 
send a man to the wheel now-a-days : it is reserved 
for first-rate outlaws who have distinguished them- 
selves from the common herd, and to them it is as- 
signed as a peculiar honour and privilege ! " 

" How many blows do you give ?" 

"Eight." 

" In what manner ?" 
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^' The condemned is bound on the wheel with this 
rope, which is passed through eye-bolts in the planks, 
so that his limbs are kept apart and immoyably se- 
cured. The wheel is mounted so as to revolve some 
feet clear of the platform of the scaffold. I take my 
position thus" — (the Headsman drew himself up, 
with his right foot a little in advance, and the jem- 
kys grasped by both hands and uplifted straight 
above his head) — " and when a signal is given, my 
assistant at the other edge of the wheel causes it to 
slowly turn round, and I successively break the legs, 
the thighs, and the arms — the latter in two places. 
The affair, you see, is very simple, and my duty is 
performed in three minutes." 

" Have you never to strike twice on the same part?" 

" Never : one blow always suffices." 

" And nothing more is ione P" 

" No : after that he remains on the wheel until he 
dies." 

" Does not loss of blood speedily end his sufferings? " 

" There is rarely any blood shed — sometimes not a 
drop." 

" The torture undergone must be fearful P" 

" Some men suffer much more than others. I have 
known Several who never uttered cry nor groan after 
the first few strokes : others shriek imtil their tongues 
stiffen in death." 
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" How long does a man usually linger P" 

"Some men die in a single hour, others linger 
from twenty to thirty hours. There is no certainty. 
All depends on their strength and on the weather." 

" The weather ! What can the weather matter P'* 

" Very much. All men on the wheel scream for 
water to assuage their burning thirst, but the law 
forbids a single drop to be given them. Doctors say 
^t if they were allowed to drink a copious draught 
of water they would forthwith die. In very cold or 
very hot weather the strongest man soon expires, but 
in mild, rainy weather he survives many hours. No 
one in my experience lived so long on the wheel as 
Andreas Wigdahl, the parricide. I heard him moan 
forty-four hours after he had been broken." 

" Is man justified in condemning even the vilest 
monster to a death Hke this P" murmured Lars Von- 
ved, rather speaking to himself than addressing the 
Headsman. " life for life may be right and justi- 
fiable, but to kiU by forty-four hoijps of slow torture 
is inhuman." 

" Courage, Captain Vonved ! All Copenhagen will 
await you in Kongens Nytorv to-morrow, and you 
will die Hke a hero ! " 

" There is no heroism in the act of dying," coldly 
responded the Eover ; " *tis the life a man lives that 
renders him a hero, and not the death he dies." 
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^^ Well, some people oall you a hero— that's all I 
know." 

^^ I am not a hero, Ole Hnstro, bat a very miseiv 
able man, for I shall never more enjoy a dieamless 
sleep— like you.'* 

^' Eling-klang ! you will yet sleep as sound as a 
rook." 

"InthislifeP" 

"Ay, to-night, I'll warrant you. All man sleep 
soundly the night before their execution/' 

" Is that true, Ole Hustru P" 

" So true that I never knew more than a single 
exception to the rule." 

" 'Tis marvellous. What is the reason P" 

" Shoohoo ! I never gave a thought about it, but 
I know 'tis so." 

" And at what hour to-morrow will they lead me 
forth?" 

" At the usual hour, I suppose." 

"When is that J*" 

" Nine o'clock, or ten, at latest." 

Yonved mused awhile, and then resumed his 
queries. 

" Tou say you give eight blows with the jemkys ; 
but is not a ninth sometimes ordered P" 

"It is." 

" By way of a death-blow P" 
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« Yes. We call it the * merojr stpoke/ " 

"How is it given?" 

"Across tlie breast, direotly over the heart. It 
kills instantly." 

" Who gives you the order P" 

" The Captain of the Ghiard round the scaffold ; but 
he dare not give it on his own authority. SometinieSy 
and especially of late years, it has been ordered to 
follow immediately after the eighth blow, so in that 
case all is quickly over." 

" Doyou think the ' mercy stroke ' will be accorded 
meP" 

" I have heard that it will not. They say the King 
will not grant an atom of mercy to you." 

Yonved's hands clenched and his eyes flashed at 
this cruel announcement, and the Headsman silently 
chuckled, anticipating an outburst of passion on the 
part of the condemned ; but Yonved simply said—* 

" May King Frederick meet with more mercy in 
his hour of need than he wills to grant unto me in 
mine!" 

A long silence ensued. Yonved appeared to grow 
abstracted and obKvious of the presence of the Heads- 
man, for he fixed his gaze steadily on the dungeon 
floor, and stirred neither hand nor foot. 

Ole Hustru oareftilly replaced every article in the 
leathern bag, and secured its mouth. Then he folded 
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his arms, and looked curiorislj at the inert figoie of 
the Bover. The Headsman was pnzzled. He was 
perfectly aware that Lars Y onved had some secret 
motive in obtaining the interview, and that all their 
previous conversation was, so to speak, mere skilfbl 
skirmishing preliminary to the real assanlt of arms. 
^' What does he want P What subtle scheme is he 
brooding over? Does he imagine he can dupe orfoil 
me ?^^ thought the Headsman. 

Still Yonved remained motionless. 

" Captain Yonved," remarked the Headsman, at 
length, " if it pleases you, I will now retire ?" 

Yonved slowly raised his head, and without no- 
ticing the question, said — 

" Herr Headsman, what salary do they pay you P" 

" Twenty-five specie-dalers (J65 12«. &/.) the year.*' ^ 

" That is very Kttle for services such as yours." 

" Truly it is, Captain Yonved ; but I also receive 
the same daily rations as a private soldier, and then 
I have my perquisites and fees." 

" Ah, I forgot them. What do they allow you for 
an execution?" 

'■ Five specie dalers per man." 

" So, so," muttered Yonved, and again he lowered 
his eyes. 

" He is coming to the point," thought the Heads- 
man, now all keen attention, and vigilantly observant. 
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Suddenly Yonved looked up, and in a low signifi- 
cant tone remarked — 

" I warrant you find no diffiouHy in spending your 
salary and your fees within these walls ? " 

The Headsman shrugged his shoulders, and grin- 
ned a decided negative. 

" How does the money chiefly go, eh f " 

^'Thor's Hammer! you need not ask that, Cap- 
tain Vonved. The dice-box and the brandy flask, 
and a few Kttle luxuries besides, swallow up aU I can 
get before it bums a hole in my pouch." 

" Then you could pleasantly spend more if you 
had it?" 

"Tordner! yes, a hundred times more. When 
business is slack, and no fees nor perquisites drop in, 
I often have not a mark in my pouch for weeks at a 
spell ; and as the canteen won't fill my flask, on credit, 
and nobody will throw dice with me for love, I e'en 
am compelled to growl over my dry rations, and coil 
myself up to sleep away the time." 

" That is excessively trying to your temper. Even 
a Headsman's life has its drawbacks, I perceive. 
Come now, Ole Hustru," added Vonved, in a frank 
confidential way, " suppose I could show you a way 
how to replenish your pouch with money enough to 
enable you to jovially rattle the dice, and drain the 
flask for atwelvemonthto come — ^what would you say ?" 
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The Headsman's ejes flaflhed andgEttered as he 
drew a deep inspiration. 

** I'll do any thing ibr gdd — anj^thing I can do 
safely." 

^' Just so: Isee we shall soon imderstand one ano- 
ther.'' 

'^I said safely, Captain Yonved,'' reit^ratted the 
Headsman, with emj^asis, ^'whaterrer yon require 
must be within my power to perform safdy and — 
honourably." 

" My excellent friend," blandly replied Vonred, 
with a courteous smile, *^ how can you for a moment 
imagine I would desire you to do aught for me which 
could possibly endanger your safeiy, disturb your 
peace of mind, burden your tender conscience with 
remorse, or be derogatory to your stainless honour?" 

" By Odin and Wodin ! speak your mind, CSaptain 
Vonved, for we may be interrupted ere long. What 
amItodoP" 

" A simple and easily performed service, for which 
you shall receive this as earnest-money," and Vonved 
drew forth a purse from his bosom, and .clinked its 
captive coins. His wife had amply supplied him with 
gold. 

The Headsman listened with a gloating visage to 
the metallic sounds, and involuntarily^ as it were, he 
cried, "HvormegetP" 
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**Ten IVederik d'ors fresh firom the wjel mint. 
See ! " and he rolled them out in the palm of his 
hand and made them ling on the bench. Their soft, 
yet elear aniifeTotis tinkle disoonrsed deKoiotis music 
to the greedy ears of tike Headsman. 

" Ton say that mil be eamesi-money only P*' 

Yonved nodded, and canrfdlly replaced the glitter- 
ing gold coins in the pnise. 

"And how mnoh after the service is rendered?" 

" Thrice this sum." 

" WiU that be after yopr death?" 

"Ay." 

" I suspected as much," cried the Headsman, with 
a disappointed air. "In that case who is to pay 
m6?" 

" It Would not be prudent to name the party." 

" Then what security have I for the payment ?" 

" My word of honour." 

Ole Hustm shook his head, and gravely intimated 
that in his private opinion words of honour were mere 
breath. 

" What ! " laughed Vonved, " is not the honour of 
a Eover as good as that of a headsman ? By paying 
you earnest-money I trust to your honour, and it is 
only reasonable you should trust to mine in return. 
The securiiy is all on your side." 

" What am I to do ?" reiterated the Headsman, 
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" Give me the mercy stroke to-morrow," answered 
Yonved, speaking slowly and emphatioally. 

" Impossible, Captain Vonved." 

" Why so ? Where there's a will there's a way." 

^^ I dare not do it without a special order." 

" But c5annot you do it — ^by aooident P" 

^' Such an aooident never happens." 

*^ Bah ! there must be a precedent. Thus it wiU 
come to pass^: your assistant turns the wheel too ra- 
pidly, and causes you to miscalculate your stroke, so 
that the very first blow of the jem^ Mis across my 
heart, and I am thus spared all the torture of being 
broken alive. Tou comprehend, my Mend ?" 

The Headsman mused ere he replied — 

" It can only be done by the connivance of my 
assistant." 

"WeU?" 

"He must be bribed." 

"Just so. Every man has his price, it is said. 
What would buy him, do you think P" 

" He would require the half of what the purse 
contains, and he would then have me in his power 
and might betray me." 

" Not so, Ole Hustru, your fears are chimerical 
The gentleman in question dare not betray you for 
his own sake ; besides which, he is doubtless a man 
of honour — ^like his master." 
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The Headsman indulged in a harsh grating laugh, 
and rubbed his hands across his breast. Theirpalms 
were visibly itching to clutch the gold. 

Vonved produced a small rouleau, which he un- 
wrapped, and displayed five more Frederik d'ors, 
which he had kept in reserve. 

" Here," said he, " is the douceur for your assis- 
tant. See ! I add it to your ten pieces in the purse. 
And now do you agree to my proposal P" 

"Do you pledge your honour, Captain Vonved, 
that I shall be paid the other thirty Frederiks pro- 
mised?" 

"I do ; provided it comes to pass that the first 
time your jenjkys descends it gives the mercy stroke 
effectually. In that case a sure hand will convey to 
you the thirty Frederiks within twenty-four hours 
from this time." 

" Then I swear to do it. Captain Vonved ! " 

The Eover at once tossed the purse, to the out- 
stretched hand of the Headsman, who greedily 
clutched it, and then balanced it a moment in his 
palm, as though the weight of so small a bulk gave 
him peculiar satisfaction, ere he carefully deposited it 
in a leathern pouch within the bosom of his tunic. 

" Eemember, Ole Hustru, five of those pieces axe 
the retaining fee of your worthy assistant." 
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^'Troat me, Gaptam Ycmyed, be shall have his 
drikke-penge " (drink-rooBey). 

" And one iroid more. Beware," cried Yoqiii^, 
menacdngly, " that you do not deoeive me, nor be- 
tray nxy oonfidenoe^ for if you do, I have frieods 
who will take your life as (suiely as you ^tand tbcqre." 

The Headsman'^ lurid eyes glared oayagely at this 
threat, but it obvioiiidy startled him. 

" What would you have P " sulleuly ret<Hied he. " I 
have sworn to faithfully earn your red gold, a^kl the 
treble ourse of Odin rest upon my head if I break 99y 
oath to you." 

" So be it, Ole Hustru. And now you can go." 

Without another word the Headsnum eeuoed his 
bag, lifted his hand to his forehead in militajy salute, 
and strode to the dungeon door, at whioh he ham- 
mered with his fist. The bolts were promptly with- 
drawn, and the grim Headsman passed into the 
vaulted corridor, the ponderous door was redosed and 
secured, and Lars Vonved was once more alone. 

On to his feet sprang the fettered captive, and his 
oountenanoe underwent an instantaneous ehange. 

" Pah," ejjaculated he, " I now can breathe jfreely. 
The revolting presence of that arch miscreant polluted 
even the air of this dungeon. I've played my cards 
and he has played his, and I am the wiimer. I 
could read every thought of that monstrous wretch in 
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tbe ohangeB and flasheB of hk serpent's eyes and 
qpe's features. All, Ole HnstrcLy tiiou art intensely 
conximg, but wisdom was denied thee from thy birth. 
Thou art now gone in hot haste to General Poulsen, 
to whom thou wilt reveal all that has passed within 
these four walls during our interview. Be it so, I 
care not. My iend is served." 

It was even -so. Lais Yonved's sole object throng- 
out the mysterious interview was to bribe the Heads- 
man, and to aflfeot to believe that the wily villain 
would really earn his reward, present and prospective, 
in the manner stipulated. But Vonved knew well 
that the Headsman would not run the risk of severe 
punishment by giving the mercy stroke imauthorized, 
and he also knew that when Ole Hustru appeared to 
believe that he would receive thirty pieces of gold 
after the service undertaken, that the cuoning hypo- 
crite secretly thought otherwise. In brief, the 
Headsman had no faith in Vonved's promise of a 
farther reward after the service required was per- 
formed, and he moreover never intended to redeem 
his own pledge. Still the Headsman firmly believed 
that Vonved trusted him and relied on his pledge. 
This was precisely the impression that Vonved 
desired to convey — ^his end therein was gained. 
That end was simply to impress the Commandant of 
the citadel, and the authorities generally, with a pro- 
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found conviction, that he, Lars Vonved, flnallj hope- 
less of escape, was naturally desirous to avoid a lin- 
gering death of horrible torture on the wheel, by 
bribing the Headsman to give him the ooup-de- 
grace, or mercy stroke, by the first blow of the 
jemkys. 

At ten o'clock that night Amalia Yonved was 
admitted to visit her husband for the last time, and 
precisely at midnight she bade him farewell. 
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CHAPTEE XXn. 

THE DEATH SCAFFOLD IN K0NGEN8-NYT0RV. 

Kongens-Nytorv (which Kterally means "King's 
NewMarket," though no market is now held therein), 
is a vast paved plaoa of an irregular, yet, on the 
whole, a triangular shape, from which radiate many 
of the principal streets of Copenhagen. The night 
preceding the day fixed for the execution of Vonved, 
a numerous body of workmen erected the death scaf- 
fold. It could not be fixed in the centre of the 
place, for that has been occupied for nearly two cen- 
turies by a grand bronze equestrian statue of Chris- 
tian Y., with four colossal bronze figures roxmd its 
base, emblematical of Wisdom, Bravery, Honour, 
and Generosity. The site selected for the scaffold, 
therefore, was half-way between the fiine old monu- 
ment in question and the entrance to Store-Kongen's- 
Gade, and Ostergade. The torohlighted operations 
of the workmen afforded an exceedingly impressive 

VOL. n. K 



194 VONVED THE DA.NE : 

spectacle to the many thousands of people who 
eagerly witnessed thenx from first to last. A strong 
wooden barrier, breast-high, was first erected, so as to 
enclose a space fifty feet square. "Within this barrier, 
a second, precisely similar, was built, which enclosed 
an inner square of thirty feet. In the inner area was 
upreared a scafibld twenty-five feet square, consisting 
of oak planks, three inches thick, firmly bolted down 
on massive upright supporters, with cross-beams. 
The level of the scafiBold was fifteen feet above the 
pavement. Every separate plank, and portion of the 
barriers, and the scaffold, had been in use many 
years, and each being marked and numbered, the 
workmen set them up very rapidly. Nevertheleas, 
three hours — ^from midnight till three o^olook in the 
morning— of unintermitting labour were oonsumed 
ere the last plank was secured in its place. Then a 
curtain of coarse canvass, painted black, was aflSxed 
all round the edges of the scaffold, and reached down 
to the pavement. Next the terrible Wheel was set 
up nearly in the centre of the scaffold, and covered 
for the night with a shroud of black canvass, through 
which its form was horribly distinct. AH needful 
present preparation was now concluded (the statue of 
Christian V. being already built up with planks to 
protect it from the possibility of injury), and the 
workmen were dismissed. The hundred torches, 
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^hioh had oaat a lurid, hideous, and ahnoet unearttily 
glare on the dismal apparatus of death, and on the 
pale and excited £EU)es of the spectators, were sud- 
denly extinguished, but a company of foot soldiers 
kept guard all night around the outer barrier. 

Many hundreds of spectators never quitted Kon- 
gens-Nytory at all, but clustered as closely around 
the barriers as the g^uards would permit, determined 
to secure good places for the fearfcd anticipated spec- 
tacle ; and these enthusiastic and provident indi- 
viduals in most instances had their pouches well 
stocked with solid and liquid refreshments, which 
they occasionally consumed apart, or partook of in 
groups, and throughout the hours of darkness they 
maintained a never-ceasing conversation regarding 
the man then lying in his solitary dungeon in Oita- 
deUet Frederikshavn, whose death-throes on the 
coming mom they had assembled to witness. 
The night was cold, dark, and tempestuous, and 
sometimes sharp showers of hail and sleet descended ; 
but nothing damped the resoltltion of the crowd, 
which, with the first streak of dawn, received a con- 
siderable accession of numbers, and just in proportion 
as daylight increased, so did the gathering of the 
people. By seven o'clock the whole of Kongens- 
Nytorv was densely crowded by men and women, 
and yet others continually wedged themselves in 

e2 
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from the soore of difPerent streets and ayenues leading 
to the plaoe. 

Soon after daylight two additional companies of 
foot soldiers had been marohed dawn to Kongens- 
Nytorv expressly to preserve a clear passage from the 
scaffold to the entrance of Bred-Gade, a broad street 
leading direct to the southern angle of the outer 
ramparts of Citadellet Frederikshavn, and although 
these soldiers stood, with fixed bayonets, almost 
shoulder to shoulder, they had much ado to keep 
their lines unbroken. 

By eight, a.m., every part of Kongens-Nytorv was 
occupied by a heaving, surging mass of human 
beings, and every window and every roof of the great 
houses ;which enclose the place, as well as those of the 
numerous streets terminating in it, and which there- 
fore conmianded a view of the scaffold, were crowded 
with spectators. Even the windows of the Palace of 
Charlottenburg, and the Theatre Eoyal, which are on 
one side of the place, were filled with faces, and the 
spars and rigging of the vessels lying in Nyetavn (a 
great canal running from the harbour up to the 
place) were swarming with men and boys. Of a 
verity, Ole Hustru, the Headsman, was right when 
he assured Lars Vonved that aU Copenhagen would 
assemble to see him perish on the scaffold ! Nor were 
the multitudes of the class who ordinarily flocked to 
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gloat over an execution. Men and women of all 
ranks were mingled with the orowd, and numbers of 
tail and dainty dames fluttered their handkerchiefe 
over the window sills of the houses, and of the palace 
and theatre. People who could afford it had come 
from Funen, and many other Danish islands, and 
even from the remotest parts of Jutland and Slesvig, 
evpressly to behold the renowned Baltic Eover expi- 
ate his alleged enormities. 

Imperfect and wildly exaggerated accounts of the 
very powerful yet abortive effort made a few days 
previously to obtain pardon from King Prederik cir- 
culated from mouth to mouth, and the most extrava- 
gant stories of the exploits and prowess of Lars Von- 
ved were volubly narrated and implicitly believed. 

One thing was exceedingly remarkable. A general 
and deeply rooted impression prevailed that although 
the King had sternly refused to pardon Vonved, or 
even to mitigate his sentence, yet that the latter 
would escape the doom assigned him. Many believed 
that the Rover would, imaided, achieve an escape far 
more marvellous than any preceding one, and others 
had an idea, not altogether unfounded, that his 
devoted adherents would adopt the most desperate 
measures to save him from his tremendous punish- 
ment, even on the very scaffold. It was also very 
note-worthy that a great majority of the spectators 
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of all ranks, more or less openly sympathized with 
the condemned ontlaw, and in their hearts hoped and 
prayed that he might escape, or in some way avoid 
his doom. Strange and mysterious whispers, only 
partiaQy erroneous, passed from mouth to month, and 
the fact that Lars Yonved was indeed the Oonnt of 
Elsinore, and the last descendant of the iUnstnotis 
and mighty line of Yaldemar, was now for the first 
time believed by thousands who had hitherto scorn-* 
fully scouted the idea. Even those who yet stub- 
bornly asserted that Vonved was merely an obscurely 
bom, and redoubted outlaw and corsair, had heard so 
much of his consummate seamanship, his romantio 
exploits, his valour, his amazing personal strength and 
prowess, and other qualities which invariably chal- 
lenge the admiration and sympathy of the multitude, 
that they felt an absorbing interest in his fate, and 
would have rejoiced at his escape. 

At 8*15 a.m. some officials ascended the scaffold, 
and removed the shroud from the awful wheel, amid 
the ejaculations of terror and deep murmurs of dis- 
gust of more than eighty thousand spectators. Then 
the noble old national flag of Deimiark — ^the beau- 
tifol white cross of the Dannebrog on a red field — ^was 
planted at each comer of the scaffold, but a deep bor- 
der of black crape was around the flag, and crape 
encircled each flagstaff, 
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Furtlier ommons preparations were made. A com- 
pany of the Jutland Ghrenadiers — a magnifioent regi- 
ment of picked men, the elite of the Danish army— 
solemnly marched £rom Bred-Qude through the pas* 
sage preserved by the foot soldiers, and went through 
both barriers, taking up their position in the narrow 
space of five feet between the inner barrier and the 
soaffold, which they closely surrounded and faced, 
standing immovably at their posts with fixed bayo- 
nets. Immediately after them came 150 of the 
G-luckstadt heavy dragoons, who slowly rode their 
great black Holstein chargers into the ample space 
between the outer and the inner barrier, and in turn 
enclosed and faced the scaffold, drawn swords in 
hand. The company of infantry who had for five 
hours kept guard on the outside of the barrier, were 
now relieved, and two other companies of their regi- 
ment took their place, facing the people, with bayo- 
nets fixed. The imprecedented force of soldiers to 
guard the scafibld was imderstood and eloquentiy 
commented upon by the sea of spectators. Every- 
body felt that any attempt of Vonved's followers to 
rescue him at the last moment was now hopelessly 
impossible. 

Here it must be mentioned that the authorities 
had resolved that a double execution should take 
place on the same occasion. A Portuguese sailor had 
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for some time been lying under sentence of death by 
decapitation, for the crime of murdering his captain 
on board the ship when lying at one of the quays of 
Copenhagen. This miserable wretch had, through 
revenge or cupidity, or some other detestable motive, 
entered the cabin in the dead of the night, and bru- 
tally killed the sleeping captain with a handspike. 
Perhaps hardly one of the eighty or ninety thousand 
people now assembled felt one atom of pity for his 
doom, and certainly not one in twenty of them would 
have assembled merely to see him executed. It had 
been arranged that the Portuguese should be decapi- 
tated at nine a. m., and that Yonved should be broken 
on the wheel an hour later. 

At 8*30 a. m. a small narrow Danish waggon, 
painted black, approached the scaffold, escorted by a 
squadron of huzzars. This open waggon conveyed 
the Headsman and two assistants. Amid the cries 
and curses of the people, and loud and prolonged 
ejaculations of hatred and disgust, Ole Hustru com- 
posedly moimted the broad steps leading to the scaf- 
fold. He wore the dress in which he invariably 
appeeured in public when engaged in the performance 
of the appalling duties of his revolting office. Over 
his red, black-setuned trowsers, he had a blood-red 
tunic reaching below the knees, and closed in front 
with a row of buttons up to the throat. Three bars 
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or stripes of black cloth, each about two inches wide, 
were sewn round the tunic, one bar just beneath the 
armpits, the second round the waist, and the third 
round the middle of the skirt. His head was covered 
with a species of hood of black cloth, with three red 
tails, and his face was shrouded by a black velvet 
mask, with openings for his mouth and eyes ; and 
fiendishly did those lurid eyes gleam and glitter as 
he surveyed the enormous crowd. His long, sinewy, 
hairy, brown arms were bare to the shoulder. From 
a red leather belt round his waist was suspended, 
over his left hip, a great broad-bladed knife, in a 
sheath ; and the use for which it was reserved was to 
complete the act of decapitation in case the sword 
failed to perfectly separate head and trunk. Barely 
indeed had Ole Hustru to use this knife. 

The principal assistant of the Headsman carried 
the leathern bag containing the instruments of his 
office, which he had exhibited the previous day to 
Lars Vonved. Depositing this on the scaffold, the 
man and his companion brought up from the waggon 
a huge basket filled with sawdust, and a sack filled 
with sand. They then, imder the direction of the 
Headsman, proceeded to make the final necessary 
arraDgements. The whole scaffold was strewn with 
sand, to render the footing firm, and a layer of saw- 
dust, several inches deep, was plsiced, for an obvious 

£5 



202 VONVED THE DANE: 

pnrpoee, all aioimd the decapitation block. This 
block was not a simple square of wood, but a short 
npiight beam abont two feet in height, and eighteen 
inches in breadth, fiimly bolted to the planking of 
the scaffold, and to it were permanently attached 
several strong leathern straps, with buckles. 

The bag was next opened, and the Headsman* drew 
forth from its wood^i scabbard his decapitation- 
sword previously described. A shudder passed 
though the immense multitude at the iBrst sight of 
this dreadful implement. Ole Hustru probably en- 
joyed, in his diabolical humour, the terror and repul- 
sion thus inspired, and placmg the end of the sword 
on the scaffold, he rested his hands on either side of 
the cross-guard of the hilt, and complacently and 
immovably awaited the arrival of the condemned. 
The tall, gaimt, statue-like figure of the Headsman, 
arrayed in his hideous and fantastic garb, relieved 
against the background of the gloomy, turbid sky, 
was in itseK an object that seemed so to attract and 
rivet all eyes. 

In a brief period the spectators were agitated4)y 
the arrival of another escorted waggon, which 
brought the Portuguese murderer, in charge of a 
superior and two subordinate officials. He was also 
accompanied by a Eoman Catholic priest — ^the chap- 
• lain of the Portuguese embassy at Copenhagen. The 
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condemned, Pedro Laranjuez, was not ironed nor 
bound, bat on quitting the vehicle, the officers each 
grasped an arm, and walked him between them up 
the steps to the scaffold. Pedro was quite a joimg 
man, certainly not more than two or three and 
twenty, short and thick-set, and, for his age, remark- 
ably corpulent. His countenance, on ordinary occa^ 
sions, was very placid and unmeaning, a not uncom- 
mon trait, it is believed, in the case of the most 
ferocious miscreants ; but now the time had arrived 
when he was to forfeit his life in expiation of his 
abominable crime, his swarthy features wore an ex- 
pression of combined sullenness, terror, and despair, 
exceedingly painful and impleasant to contemplate, 
yet he was perfectly alert in his bodily movements. 
Prom first to last he never once glanced at the people, 
nor at any thing but the men and objects on the 
scaffold. He had done for ever with the world, be- 
yond its narrow limits. 

A few words were interchanged between the 
officials and the Headsman, and the Portuguese and 
his confessor were permitted to walk a little apart. 
Pedro knelt with alacrity, and repeated aloud, with 
some appearance of fervour and sincerity, a prayer 
(which included a confession of his crime) at the dic- 
tation of the priest, who thereupon solenmly laid his 
hand on the head of the penitent, and gave him abso- 
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lution. Pedro then rose, and the priest embraced 
and kissed him on the forehead, and on each oheek. 

The assistants of the Headsman now seized the 
condemned, and passing two leather belts round him, 
buckled his upper and his forearms tightly to his 
body. Pedro seemed inclined to resist, and struggled 
at first, but the priest spake a few impressive words, 
and held up an ivory crucifix, and he forthwith 
yielded impassively to his fate. 

The Headsman next gave some brief directions to 
his assistants, and they 'grasped the miserable Por- 
' tuguese, and forced him to sit down on the scafibld, 
with his back close against the block, which was 
slightly hoUowed in &ont. In this position the lea- 
thern straps attached to the block were tightly buckled 
round Pedro's body in such a manner as to immova- 
bly secure him. The top of the block reached nearly 
to the nape of his neck, but although he could move 
his head freely, his neck was quite exposed to the 
stroke of the sword. 

For the last time the priest approached his peni- 
tent, and whispered a few words to him, holding the 
crucifix to his pallid frothy lips. Pedro fervently 
kissed the sacred emblem, and muttered something 
which the confessor alone heard and understood. 
Then the latter, much agitated, stepped backward, 
his features pale and quivering, his limbs trembling, 
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his eyes fixed on the ghastly face of the criminal, 
and the Gruoifix upheld in both his tremulous hands. 
The assistants of the Headsman and the prison offi-> 
dais also drew back so as to leave a wide and clear 
circle round the condemned. 

The inevitable moment had arrived. Hitherto Ole 
Hustru had stood motionless, with his huge tawny 
hands composedly resting on the cross-guard of his 
fatal sword, but now he suddenly started into terrible 
activity. Casting a quick experienced glance around 
-—a glance which embraced the scaffold, the barriers, 
and the Place beyond — ^he grasped his sword by the 
straight, brass-bound, steel-hilt, held it forth horizon- 
tally, and shook its strong but finely-tempered blade 
until it vibrated to the broad end, and emitted a 
humming sound. This was a feat on which he prided 
himself, as it evinced extraordinary skill and power 
of wrist. Then he strode behind the bound criminal, 
assuming a position somewhat to the left, and about 
five feet distant from ihe block, gripped the sword- 
hilt with both hands, and swung the enormous blade 
upward with an easy graceful movement, and held it 
perpendicularly aloft at the full stretch of his long 
bare arms, whilst he paused a single instant to mea- 
sure the distance with his eye, and calculate his stroke 
with almost mathematical precision. 

Every movement was stilled, every voice was 
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hushed, and a dieadM and minataral brooding sileiiGe 
pervaded the inmiense multitade of spectators at this 
awfal crisis, and with bated breath, with suspended 
respiration, and strained vision, they gazed with a 
species of honid fascination at the hideous Headsman 
of Copenhagen. 

Hitherto the gloomy canopy of the heayens had 
been unbroken, but at this very moment the sun 
bnrst forth in full splendour, and its bright beams, 
as though in mockery, bathed the scaffold and e very 
object upon it in gold^i lustre, and the bayonets of 
the infiantry, and the breast-plates, helmets, and 
swords, of the dragoons, flashed dazzliogly all around 
that awfol enclosure. 

For a very few seconds did the Headsman's sword 
remain extended at arm's length. Down it came, and 
once, twice, thrice, it gleamed round his head in a 
fiery circle from left to right, cutting the ab with an 
audible whizzing soimd, and then it slantingly de- 
scended with terrific force, and lo! he who was 
this instant a breathing man, whose body contained 
an immortal soul, is now a lifeless clod. That single 
stroke perfectly severed head from trunk. The head 
of Pedro Laranjuez gently toppled forward on to his 
lower limbs, and rolled over once or twice on the 
scaffold, whilst a thick purple stream gurgled up from 
the severed arteries of the trunk. 



COUNT OF ELSINOBB. 207 

The Headsman oarefolly wiped his bloody sword, 
and replaced it in its scabbard. 

One tragedy had been enacted, but it was regarded 
by the spectators with precisely the same feelings 
as people experience who witness the ascent of a pilot- 
balloon — ^that is to say, as a mere preliminary com- 
pared to what is to follow. What was the decapitation 
of a miserable, stolid wretch of a murderer, like Pedro 
Laranjuez, in comparison with the anticipated execu- 
tion on the wheel of the Baltic EoverP And so, 
pot many minutes had elapsed ere the people began 
eagerly to calculate the time for the appearance of 
Lars Vonved. Whilst they are thus charitably occu- 
pied, it will be as well to penetrate the interior of one 
of the houses overlooking the scaffold. 

The whole of the apartments on the first floor of a 
house situated between Store-Kongens-Qtide and 
Bred-Gade, had been engaged by a party of stran- 
gers, who expressed particular anxiety to have a good 
view of the execution of the Baltic Eover. They 
paid a very large sum to secure the exclusive use of 
the rooms, and it is presumable that two reasons for 
this materially influenced them. Firstly, the house 
was the nearest of any to the scaffold ; and secondly, 
by descending to its court-yard, and passing some 
buildings in the rear, they could immediately emerge 
into either of the adjoining streets, and by the broad 
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medium of St. Annm Plads embark in a oertain boat, 
mamied by four trusty seamen, lying at the quay- 
side in the inner harbour. By eight o'clock the 
strangers took possession of their sight-seeing rooms, 
and although they had five great windows fronting 
Kongens-Nytorv at their exclusive service, yet they 
only numbered four individuals. 

Who were they P 

Lieutenant Dimraven, Herr Lundt, MadsNeilsen, 
and Lods Stay — ^the latter being the gipsy seaman 
whom Vonved had spoken of to the Headsman. 

The four devoted followers and friends of Vonved 
were well disguised, and on taking possession of their 
rooms they carefully locked the door of entrance, and 
thrust a piece of cork in the key-hole. They next 
proceeded in a body to each of the rooms, and ear- 
nestly debated which of the three was best suited to 
their secret purpose. For a reason which vdU pre- 
sently appear, remarkable deference was paid to the 
opinion of Lods Stav, and when he decided that the 
central room was the one most suitable, the others 
agreed without a word of dissent. 

The reader is already familiar with the personal 
appearance of Dunraven, Lundt, and Mads Neilsen, 
but the gipsy seaman has hitherto only been intro- 
duced by name. Lods Stav was fifty-four or fifty- 
five years of age, and his features indicated that he 
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was a thorough-bred gipsy, although having been a 
seaman — a most imusual profession for one of his 
mysterious race — since his twentieth year, he naturally 
had a sailor-like appjBaranoe in other respects. He 
was, like the Mend of his youth, and the deadly foe 
of his manhood, Ole Hustru, very tall, slim, yet 
muscular. Here, however, the resemblance between 
the Headsman and Lods Stav ceased. Lods Stay, 
farfirom having a repidsive and villanous aspect, had 
a most intellectually shaped head, and a peculiarly 
noble and handsome countenance. He was a very 
ignorant man, so far as the learning of schools was 
concerned, for he could neither read nor vmte — (and 
the poorest of the poor in Denmark can read and 
vmte, a certain amount of education being compul- 
sory by law, with the exception of the nomadic gip- 
sies) ; but a phrenologist would have gazed with 
astonishment and admiration at his massive and tow- 
ering forehead. The vmter of this narrative had only 
seen one head on the shoidders of a living man which 
was equal in its magnificent intellectual development to 
that of Lods Stav.* His forehead, as well as his cheeks 
were now, however, furrowed and wrinkled, and his 
once intensely black hair was very grey. In his early 

* The writer refers here to a most worthy Nordland skipper, named 
Jacob Str5m, in whose vessel (nine years ago) he made a long voyage, 
and at whose house at Tromsd, an island off the coast of Nordland, he 
was a cherished guest. Jacob Strttm (yet alive, it is sincerely hoped) 
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manhood he must have been a savage Adonis, and 
even yet, at a little distance, his olive-brown features 
were, on the whole, so handsome, so manly, and so 
attractive, that a fine-looking yoimg man wonld have 
contrasted badly by his side. His teeth were as per* 
feet, and his eyes as beautiful as ever. When he 
laughed — which he rarely did, for he had long been 
a moody, reserved and melancholy man — he displayed 
rows of large, exqidsitely white, and even teeth ; at 
all times his black eyes were brilliant, but when any 
inward emotion excited him, they were not merely 
sparkling, they blazed, they were wildly, fiercely 
dazzling. 

The room which Lods Stav selected, although the 
central one, had only a single window, whilst those 
on either side of it had two. This window was con- 
structed difierently fix>m the rest. The other four 
windows were divided down the centre, from top to 
bottom, and to open them you must throw apart one 
or both wings. The middle window was constructed 
in the English fashion, and either the upper or lower 
half could be raised or lowered at pleasure. 

In the central room the four men rendezvoused, 
and each, in his characteristic way, exhibited extra- 
had a head which was literally superb and heroic ; and both his head 
and his features bore a marvellous resemblance to the portraits of one 
Shakspeare, a play-actor, and play- writer, and a *< vagabond," by Act 
of Parliament, who flourished in the reigns of Elizabeth and James L 
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ordinary emotion and distress. Lieutenant Dnnra- 
ten gazed with an abstracted stony stare at the 
heaving multitudes in Kongens Nytorv, and every 
few moments sighed heavily and unconsciously. Herr 
Landt strode nervously from end to end of the room, 
with his hands clutched before him, and his fair young 
features agitated, his lips quivering, and his eyes 
filled with burning tears. Mads Neilsen stood stur- 
dily upright, immovable as a statue, his eyes half 
dosed, and ga2dng moumfaUy down at the huge dog 
at his feet, Aravang, who occasionally thrust up his 
tawny muzzle, and received an imconscious caress 
from his master's homy hand ; but even the ferocious 
Aravang seemed perfectly aware that some very awfol 
calamity impended. Mads from time to time felt in 
his bosom, and clutched the hilt of his dagger-knife, 
and emitted a heart-broken ejaculation, half-sigh, 
half-groan. Lods Stav leant against the wall, in the 
shade, and gazed with limiinous eyes at his compan- 
ions, and a very peculiar and inexplicable expression 
pervaded his countenance. Grief, despair, and fierce 
exultation were all indicated by the play of his coun- 
tenance. 

The arrival of Pedro Laranjuez on the scaffold 
concentrated their attention, and they all silently 
witnessed his execution. Lundt, who was yoimg, 
and, like many brave men, naturally nervous and 
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sensitive, and who also had never before seen a fel- 
low-being violently put to death, was horrified and 
much agitated at the spectacle ; but it did not affect 
his three companions in the least. Dnnraven had 
personally shared in a score of desperate fights, and 
had witnessed bloodshed and death in so many 
forms, that the mere sight of a brutal murderer's 
decapitation did not even quicken his pulse. As 
to Mads Neilsen and Lods Stav, both were irou- 
nerved, fierce, and savage men, and having no per- 
sonal knowledge of the criminal, nor interest in his 
fjEite, they regarded his death with callous indifference, 
and beheld it with attention only firom motives of 
curiosity. Moreover, the absorbing thought of Von- 
ved's approaching doom rendered them inaccessible 
to any other predominant feeling. 

A few minutes after the execution of Pedro, and 
the removal of his remains, there was a surge-like 
movement of the myriad crowd. The cause was soon 
apparent. Three hundred "slaves," or convicts, 
heavily ironed, in couples, and secured together, 
moreover, by a^long chain which was shackled to 
every pair of these wretched criminals, were marched 
through the close lines of frowning ^soldiery, and 
made to occupy the space between the inner and 
outer barrier of the scaffold, in front of the dragoons. 
There was nothing very unusual in thie procedure, 
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for whenever a very atrodous offender perished on 
the wheel at Copenhagen — espeoially if he himself 
had previously been a "slave" — ^it was customary to 
march down a select band of the vilest and most des- 
perate of that class, and place them around the 
scaffold, that they might derive a wholesome warn- 
ing from the execution. Nevertheless, many spec- 
tators, particularly those who believed Vonved to be 
the Count of Elsinore, openly expressed their disgust 
and indignation that this crowning act of degradation 
and infEuny was implacably accorded to his dying 
hours of torment. As to the four devoted followers 
and friends of Lars Vonved, they vented not a single 
ejaculation, but briefly exchanged glances of deadly 
import. 

Time swept on. like the ocean after a passing 
squall, the waves of spectators settled down again 
into a temporary calm; but a continuous low mur- 
mur, and occasionally a long, heavy, tremulous swell 
of the wedged living masses, accompanied by a dirge- 
like moaning, showed that the human sea might at 
any moment again become stormily agitated. 

Amidst all this, the most prominent of the myriad 
figures in Kongens-Nytorv, the Headsman himself, 
appeared the most apathetic. After resheathing his 
blood-warmed Sword of Justice, he had careftdly laid 
it aside, and disdaining to take any part in the re- 
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moval of the murderer's corpse, he drew himself up 
to his full height, and folding his arms aaroes his 
breast, remained motionless as the neighbouring 
bronze statue. The murmurs and movements of the 
sweltering crowd affected him no more than the in- 
animate scaffold on which he stood, and the only 
fflgn of vitality he evinced was the restless wandering 
of his keen cruel eyes in the direction whence his next 
victim woidd appear. 

At length a strange soimd arises from the outskirts 
of the square, and with electric rapidity it swells 
along to the barriers of the scaffold, whence, as ffom 
a common centre, it radiates in every direction, eax<i 
moans and murmurs deepen into an audible yet still 
under-toned roar, such as the troubled ocean emits 
prior to its waves being lashed into thundering fury 
by the advent of a tropical hurricane. 

Ole Hustru pricks his ears, like a hound at the 
first note of the hunter's bugle call ; he unfolds his 
arms, and taking two huge strides across the scaffold, 
gazes in the direction of Bred-Qade. A devilish smile 
wreathes his features beneath the black velvet mask, 
and turning round he cabnly and carefully looks 
about him to ascertain that every needful preparation 
for the coming tragedy is finally made. Vulture-like, 
he scents from afar. 

A mounted officer of superior rank is seen pressing 
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lowaidfl^ the Boaffold, and otiier glittering horaemoi 
aze in his traiiL 

^ They are ooming! YonTBdifloamiiig!'' crieaa 
Toioe, edioed bj ten thousand; and to-«nd-fro sways 
ilienraltitade; and shonts, oaths, groans, cjacnlaHons, 
screams, curses, prayers, ascend and blend in one 
homble uproar. 

*^ The hour has come ! '' hoarsely cjacolated lieu- 
tenant Dunrayen, witti blanched cheek, andquiyering 
Hp, and bloodshot eye, turning towards his comrades, 
each of whom, in his way, testified intense emotion. 

A mute yet peremptory motion of Dunrayen's hand 
as he fixed an impressiye gaze on Lods Stay, suc- 
ceeded ; and the gipsy seaman, without a word, as 
he stood rigidly upright, curyed his hand oyer his 
shoulder and drew fcoth by the butt-end a double- 
barrelled rifie which he had hitherto kept concealed 
by carrying it, barrel downwards, betwixt his jacket 
and his shirt and wide seaman's trousers. 

Dunrayen, and Lundt, and Mads Neilsen, gazed 
absorbingly at their comrade, as the latter instantly 
proceeded to load the weapon, measuring each charge 
of fine powder with the most scrupulous nicety, and 
ramming home down the barzelB a heayy ball enfolded 
in greased linen. 

"Oh, my God!" groaned Lundt, "and is it indeed 
come to this at last P" 
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"Ay, the hour has oomel" reiterated Dimraven, 
in a tone of aoutest anguish and despair. " The last 
of the Yaldemars must be shot like a dog on a felon's 
scaffold to save him firom aworse doom. 'Tis his own 
command — ^'tis our sworn duty. We kill to save him 
from worse than death." 

Lods Stav completed his loading, and then looked 
at Dunraven as though awaiting an order. 

" Art thou ready ?" demanded the lieutenant 

"Eeady." 

" And dost thou swear thine aim shall not fidl P" 

" If I plant my buUet one inch wide of the point 
I arm at, stab me to the heart ere the smoke has 
wafted from the muzzle," calmly answered Lods. 

"I tre7//" muttered savage Mads Neilsen, clutch- 
ing the halt of the dagger-knife in his bosom. 

" I know thy wondrous skill," resumed Dunraven; 
" but teU me," added he, in a tone of slight misgiv- 
ing, "may not thy heart fail thee and thy hand trem- 
ble at the moment when thou thinkest whom thou art 
about to put to death ?" 

" Lieutenant, I shall ^hink of nothing but that I 
am obeying hk own command, and my hand will be 
firm as the steel it grasps." 

"Eemember!" wamingly cried Dunraven, "it 
must be instant death. No mere wounding — ^no tor- 
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tore— but let certain death leap forth with the flash 
of thy rifle." 

" Fear not. Take my own life if the Count lives 
one minute after I draw the trigger. The head or 
the heart, Lieutenant?" 

" The heart ! I would not have his priuoely head 
shattered and bedabbled with gore. Aim at the 
heart! let thy bullet cleave itf very core!" 

" Ay : his commands and yours shall be obeyed as 
surely as the sun shines above our heads. You know 
me, Lieutenant, and" 

" I trust thee. Enough. But, Lods Stav," sternly 
added Dunraven, with a subtle gleaming eye, " an- 
swer me this. You swear that you can instantly kill 
him with a single ball P" 

" I do : I stake my own life on it." 

"Then why did you bring this double-barrelled 
rifle P" 

" For a private reason." 

" Which you will not conflde to me P" 

"No, Lieutenant!" and a strange, fearful fire 
gleamed in the fierce gipsy's eye as he firmly, though 
respectfully made the reply. 

" You do not mean to fire twice at the Count P" 

"I need not." 

" Yet I have heard you say that you preferred a, 

VOL. II. L 
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oertain single-barrelled Spanish nfle to the one in 
your hand." 

'^ Ay, for a long shot. But from here to the scaf- 
fold is only haK a cable's length, and I can trust my 
life to this rifle delivering its ball to an inch at that 
distance. I could not have carried the Spanish piece 
concealed so easily as this." 

The gipsy's reply was plausible, but did not lull 
some indefinable suspicion which Dunraven began to 
nourish. 

^^ He is coming ! " continued to shout the excited 
people, and Lods Stav noiselessly upraised the lower 
sash of the window about four inches clear of the 
sill. Then taking his station to the left of the win- 
dow, so that his person was quite concealed from the 
sight of any one in the Place, although he could 
command a fall view of the scaffold, he knelt down 
on his right knee, and rested the end of the muzzle 
of his rifle on the left-hand comer angle of the win- 
dow-siU. Click ! cKck ! and both hammers were on 
fall cock, and a trigger was lightly touched by a fore- 
finger as steady as the inanimate metal itself, and a 
piercing eye gleamed along the deadly tube. 

" Vonved is coming ! " still shout myriad voices, 
but in the immediate vicinity of the scaffold that 
cuckoo-cry is no longer raised. The newly-arrived 
mounted ofiioer and his handfol of men, whom every- 
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body— even induding the Headsman — at first be- 
lieved to be the vanguard of Vonved's escort, are not 
followed by any other soldiers nor offioials, and no 
carriage nor waggon conveying the doomed man is 
to be seen. The ofEicer himself loudly inquired for 
the Captain of the Ghiard in front of the scaffold, and 
to that important personage he hastily, and by no 
means in a whisper, communicated intelligence of a 
most startling nature. With almost electric rapidity 
the news flew firom mouth to mouth, until in less 
than a minute it was echoed in every variety of ac- 
cent even at the outskirts of Kongens-Nytorv, and a 
marvellous scene of confusion and excitement com- 
menced. 

What were the three magical words that everybody 
ejaculated ? 

"VoNVED IS Dead!" 

Thousands were incredulous, but very quickly even 
they were conraiced, for it was perfectly obvious to 
all near the scaffold, both from the words and de- 
meanour of the military and the various officials, that 
it was indeed true. 

" Dead ! hwc dead ?'' demanded countless feverish 
voices. 

"Found dead in his dungeon!" is the response 
£rom grave official lips. 

Terrible indeed was the emotion of the four fol- 
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lowers of Lars Yonved as they heard all that passed 
in the crowded Place below their window ; but when 
they were finally certain it was no false rumour, they 
began to think of their own safety. 

" Away, men ! " cried Dunraveii. 

Herr Limdt and Mads Neilsen immediately obeyed, 
but their gipsy shipmate remained like an inanimate 
statue. 

"Lods Stav! why dost thou linger?" bitterly 
shouted the lieutenant. " Thy task is ended here. 
The will of God has set at naught the foresight and 
deyices of man." 

Lods Stav replied not, but his iron forefinger de- 
liberately pressed the trigger of his rifle— there was 
a bright flash from the muzzle — a sharp ringing re- 
port — and Ole Hustru the Headsman leapt a yard 
high, and fell fall length on the scaffold, stone dead, 
a buUet through his heart. 

Lods Stav arose to his feet, and calmly reared the 
lifle in a comer of the room. 

" What hast thou done ?" demanded Dunraven. 

" Justice ! Thirty-seven years ago Ole Hustru se- 
duced my sister Johanne, and stabbed her to the 
heart. I have at lajst. avenged her. The Hon shall 
lie down with the lamb sooner than a gipsy forego 
his revenge." 

" Ha 1 I now understand the mystery of the dou- 
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ble-barrelled rifle. One ball for the Count — ^ihe other 
for the Headsman P" 

" Just so : and I have now only one thing to re- 
gret." 

"What?" 

" That Ole Hustru has died without knowing by 
whose hand he has fallen." 

" Away to the boat ! For your lives to the boat ! 
Away ! " thundered Dunraven. 
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CHAPTER XXTTT. 

DEATH ! 

A STEP backward. 

After his wife quitted him at midnight on Thurs- 
day, Lars Yonved sent a message to Commandant, 
requesting as a last favour that he might not be dis- 
turbed in his dungeon on the morrow until the time 
had absolutely arrived for his departure to Kongens- 
Nytorv to undergo his sentence. General Poulsen as- 
sented to the request. At 8*30 a. m. on Friday, the 
head gaoler was despatched to Vonved's dungeon to in- 
form'the captive that the inevitable hour was at hand. 

The ponderous door opened with its customaiy 
harsh dang, and the gaoler slowly entered. He was 
a prudent man. Experience had made him cautious 
of entering the condemned cell on the morning of 
execution, for he knew that a doomed man occasion- 
ally was ferocious as a wild animal brought to bay 
and maddened by despair. 



COUNT OP EL8IN0RE. 223 

But a glance reassured him, and gave him perfect 
confidence. Lars Yonved was extended fiill length 
flat on his back on the broad bench. He was sound 
asleep. 

The gaoler hitherto had held the edge of the door 
in his hand, as though to havd instant egress if ne- 
cessary, but now he carelessly let it fedl back, and 
lightly stept close to the side of the slumbering pri- 
soner. 

" Tordner ! " muttered he, after contemplating for 
a minute the motionless form of the redoubted outlaw, 
"how soundly and silently he sleeps! An infant 
lying on the bosom of its mother never drew breath 
more softly. 'Tis right marvellous that a man con- 
demned to die can thus sleep on the eve of his exe- 
oution ; and yet how many have I known who slept 
their last sleep in this life so heavily that they had to 
be sharply shaken to awake them — ^to die ! Ha ! but 
I wonder whether his sleep is dreamless ? Does he not 
fancy he sees the scaffold, and the headsman, and the 
wheel, and the armed guards, and the sea of specta- 
tors? No; that can hardly be, else he could not 
repose so devoid of motion. Well! I must rouse 
him — ^he must awake for the last time ! " 

As he spake these words he boldly grasped Von- 
ved's left arm, which hung down over the side of the 
bench, and gave it a strong shake. 
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The upper part of Vonved's body vibrated, but 
his eyes did not unclose, nor did any sound issue 
from his lips. 

" By the sword of Odin ! " ejaculated the astonished 
gaoler, " he is the prince of sleepers ! Ho ! Captain 
Vonved ! awake ! awtJsie ! 'tis for the last time ! " and 
he shook the sleeper with all his force. 

But instead of suddenly starting up, as the man 
anticipated, Vonved remained as motionless as a mar- 
ble effigy. 

The gaoler paused in. stupid amazement for an in- 
stant, and then, obeying a sudden impulse, he plaoed 
his hand on the brow of the sleeper. It was cold as 
ice. The gaoler uttered an involuntary cry of terror, 
for he now understood all. 

" Oh," screamed he, " Vonved is dead ! Help ! he 
is dead ! Help ! Captain Vonved is dead ! " 

Thus ejaculating, he rushed wUdly to the door, 
where he was met by the nearest sentinel, who, hear- 
ing the outcry, imagined that the terrible outlaw was 
murdering the gaoler, and therefore sprang forward 
with his bayonet at the charge. 

" He is dead ! Vonved is dead ! " reiterated the 
frightened fellow, and pushing aside the musket of 
the bewildered soldier, he ran with all speed down 
the corridor. 

In a very few minutes he returned, accompanied 
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by the warders and by the Captain of the Ghiard, 
several soldiers, and no less a person than the Com- 
mandant of the fortress himseK. They confusedly 
entered the dungeon, and clustered closely around 
the body. 

" Hammer of Thor ! " hoarsely exclaimed General 
Poulsen, " this is astounding ! But it cannot be- 
there is some trick — ^the man is not dead, but only 
simulating!" 

"No, Commandant," respectfully but firmly re- 
plied the Captain g£ the Ghiard, placing his hand 
first on the brow and then over the heart of Vonved, 
" it is no trick — he is surely dead ! " 

Exclamations of amazement and awe burst from 
the lips of all present, yet still General Poulsen 
seemed sceptical of the dread fact. He felt the heart 
of the outlaw himself, and, although there was no 
perceptible pulsation, he was not yet convinced. 

" Go instantly," said he to the gaolers, " and fetch 
a looking-glass, a pistol loaded with powder only, 
and tell the doctor to come here forthwith." 

In three minutes one of the men returned, with 
the articles named. 

The glass was held over the pallid lips of Vonved, 
and then anxiously examined, but its surface remained 
undimmed. No breath issued from the mouth- 
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" He is indeed dead !" exclaimed they. " Try a 
feather!" 

" Stand aside, fellows ! " cried the stem old Com- 
mandant ; and taking the pistol in hand, he placed 
its muzzle close alongside the ear of Yonved, and 
drew the trigger. A report, deafening in that vaulted 
dungeon, startled all present, but the body of the 
outlaw remained motionless as ever. 

At this moment the resident Doctor of the Citadel 
hurriedly entered the dungeon. A few words ex- 
plained all to him. 

He gravely advanced, felt the brow of the corpse, 
and cooUy unclosed first the lips, and then the eye- 
lids. As he released the former, they slowly receded, 
and again covered the white teeth, which were firmly 
clenched; and the eyelids also mechanically closed 
back over the glassy organs of sight. 

Then the Doctor tore aside the shirt, and placed 
his hand over the heart. He turned round with a 
calm smile. 

"What! he is not simulating death?" anxiously 
questioned General Poulsen. 

" Bah ! " exclaimed the Doctor, with a short quick 
laugh, "what an idea. The man has been dead these 
six hours at least ! " 

"You are sure?" 

The Doctor stared in surprise at the yet apparently 
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soeptioal Coimuandant, and hastily produced a oase 
and drew forth a lancet. 

^^ As sure as I am that we shall all die in turn 
when our time comes. See! " exclaimed he, and with 
a firm hand he made a long slanting incision across 
the breast, and then another transversely, so that the 
figure of a St. Andrew's cross was cut. 

Not a drop of blood oozed, only the wounds looked 
raw and moist. The body of course never stirred. 

" Ha ! I am perfectly satisfied now I " slowly gasped 
General Poulsen, "he is indeed dead beyond aU ques- 
tion." 

"How could you doubt it. Commandant?" de- 
manded the Doctor curiously. 

Then, without waiting for a reply, he ejaculated — 

" How quietly he must have died ! See, the limbs 
are not in the least convulsed — ^his countenance is 
placid as a sleeping babe's ! " 

" But what has killed him ?" questioned the Com- 
mandant. " Can it be that — ^in a word, poison P" 

" I do not think it," replied the Doctor. " No, 
there is not the slightest external appearance of such 
a death. Nor has he died by violence." 

He paused, reflected a moment, and then stooped 
down and placed his own face closely over the corpse. 

" Whatever do you do that for. Doctor?" 

" I am smelling if there is any odour of poison 
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from his mouth. No, none whatever. He has died 
a natural death." 

"You think so P" 

" Think so, Commandant ! I am mre — I have no 
rational doubt whatever. Had he died of poison, 
either mineral or vegetable, his limbs, and even his 
body, would have been more or less convulsed, and 
his lips would not have been merely pallid or wa^, 
as you see them, but livid, and a subtle odour would 
have exhaled from his mouth. It is not so : smeU 
yourseK ! " 

" No, indeed, Doctor ! " cried the General, draw- 
ing quickly back, with an involuntary look of disgust 
and horror. " I am thoroughly satisfied and convinced 
by your opinion." 

The Doctor grew enthusiastic as he continued to 
contemplate the body, and expiated on its physical 
grandeur. 

" Did you ever see such a magnificently developed 
chest as this?" exclaimed he, dragging the shirt 
aside, right and left. " Here is a model for a sculp- 
tor ! Ah, what a pity that our gifted countryman 
Thorvaldsen is at Eome, he will see no such model 
there for his grand conceptions. Oh, what a bust ; — 
what a bust!" and in his ardent admiration, the 
Doctor repeatedly punched the chest of the corpse. 
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"But what is that?" suddeinly cried he, pointing 
to the hairy chest. 

The old Commandant, whose sight was not so clear 
as it once had been, bent closely down, and beheld a 
dim blue tracery. 

"Something in outline," muttered he. "Very 
mysterious ! " 

" Ah," continued the Doctor, " I imderstand ! He 
was a seaman every inch, and followed sailor-fashions. 
He has been tattooed in India ink, and here is a raf- 
fled anchor, and beneath it an eagk mth a drawn sword 
in its beak, and underneath a ship in full sail. Curious, 
that ! It must be a symbol — ^a hieroglyphic of some 
kind. I wonder what it can mean ? An eagle P Why, 
that is an emblem of — of strength ? Yes. Of sove- 
reignty ? Yes. And of swiftness P Yes. But the 
sword in its beak P A sword P Of what should that 
be emblematic, Commandant P" questioned the Doc- 
tor, cabnly taking a curious old wooden snuff-box 
out of his waisteoat pocket, and refreshing himself 
with a huge pinch, whilst he looked full at General 
Poulsen. 

" A sword," said the old Commandant, with dig- 
nity, clapping his hand on the hilt of his own trusty 
blade, " is the emblem of a warrior ! " 

" Pugh ! " grunted the consequential Doctor, look- 
ing down at the projecting frill of his shirt, and puf- 



230 VONVED THE DANE.' 

fing and brushing away some scattered grains of the 
peculiarly pungent Danish snuff; "pugh! as well 
say a lancet is the emblem of a surgeon ! " 

"And so it is!" 

" Ay ? Then a scalpel — ^a probe — a knife— a saw 
— a tourniquet — and fifty other instruments — are 
they not just as essential symbols of the profession ? 
Bah ! we must take the accessories into consideration, 
Commandant. The eagle P Sovereignty, strength, 
and swiftness. That is settled. And a sword in con- 
junction P What does that signify P Eh ? I have 
it!" — ^and he smartly struck his right fist into the 
palm of the left — ^it means— justice ! Yes, the sword 
is the emblem of justice, and has been such for a 
thousand years. But the ship in ifull sail ?" 

" Der Fanden !" growled the Commandant. 

"No, not der Fanden — ^it cannot mean Satan. 
But" 

"Speculate about it at your leisure. Doctor!" 
harshly interrupted the Commandant. "Enough 
has been said at present. I am thinking of what 
report I am to make concerning this strange affair." 

" that is very simple." 

" It may seem so to you, but I can tell you that / 
think it very mysterious and inexplicable ! " retorted 
the Commandant, knitting his brow. " Of what can 
this man have died ?" 
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The Doctor meohanically took another pinch of 
eavSj and then smiled complacently. 

" Ah, Gteneral Poulsen," said he, " you ore a war- 
rior, and you have seen service — ^hard service, glorious 
service. You won that cross of the Dannebrog in 1807, 
when the English leopards bombarded us, and" 

" Well, well !" muttered the brave old officer, ob- 
viously softened and flattered at this dexterous allu- 
sion to his past services. " What then ? " 

" Simply this. You have seen many a fine fellow 
die the death &om shot and steel, and can imderstand 
that; but you don't well comprehend how a man — 
a wondrously strong man, as he was " — ^and here the 
doctor jerked his head, and waved his snuff-box over 
the body of Lars Vonved, " could slip his breath 
without any external wound or injury ? Ah, it is 
natural, quite natural. But we — pardon me if I 
speak with professional pride — we comprehend these 
things at a glance. This man," and he again care- 
lessly punched the ribs of the corpse with his knuckles, 
" died instantaneously of some subtle organic disease 
— ^possibly ossification of the heart, or — ^but we shall 
discover what it precisely was when he is on the mar- 
ble dissecting table. Ha ! ha ! " 

" I can't comprehend it, after all ! " again muttered 
the Commandant. " It may be so, as you say, but 
— ^well, no matter. He is dead — ^that is all /know." 
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"Jeg kan ikke forstaae Dem!" murmured the 
Doctor, looking hard and curiously at General Poul- 
sen. " I don't imderstand you — I don't .appreciate 
the drift of. your ideas at all ! The man is dead ? Of 
course he is — and what of that ? I assure you — and 
I stake my professional reputation on my accuracy 
— ^that he has died not of violence, not of poison, not 
of any thing but some natural cause which we shall 
by-and-by satisfactorily demonstrate. What is there 
marvellous in that ?" 

" Nothing— K5ertainly nothing," said the Command- 
ant, speaking very slowly and abstractedly, as he kept 
his gaze earnestly rivetted on the face of the corpse. 
" Only," and he hesitated a moment, " only that he^^ 
nodding at the body, "spoke yesterday in such a 
peculiar manner that he conveyed to me an impression 
— undefined and vague, it is true, yet very strong— 
that he would outwit us all by escaping the penalty 
of his crimes." 

"Ah, he had a presentiment that he would die 
naturally, and so cheat the Headsman, had he ? Pre- 
sentiments are not imusual. 'Tis true that they are 
apparently inexplicable, but psychological science is 
making such rapid progress now-a-days that we can 
imderstand and explain how these mysterious " 

" Oh, don't tell me any of your philosophical jar- 
gon about presentiments and psychological science, 
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and mysteries, and such stuflf!" hastily interrupted 
the Commandant, ruthlessly cutting short the learned 
disquisition of the Doctor, who drew up stifiy, and 
inflated his nostrils, and looked as angry and offended 
as he dared. ' 

" That was a strange notion of Vonved's to seethe 
Headsman yesterday!" thoughtfully remarked the 
Captain of the Qoiard. 

"It was." 

" Pardon me, Commandant, but I presume the 
Headsman would report to you his conversation with 
the prisoner?" 

" He did ; and I shall report it in turn to the pro- 
per quarter — ^if necessary," drily replied General 
Poulsen ; " but that interview was of a nature which 
only renders Vonved's sudden death more mysterious 
and imaccoimtable." 

At this moment the soldiers and gaolers present 
drew back respectfully to make way for a new comer 
into the death-dimgeon, in the person of the resident 
chaplain of the Citadel. This official had been ap- 
pointed chaplain shortly after his ordination to the 
ministry, and now he was a white-haired man of 
three score and ten. Forty and six years had he here 
done his duty, and many a fearful scene had he wit- 
nessed within those gloomy walls. He was a tall and 
very reverend-looking man, with a mild, thoughtful, 
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and benevolent eountenanoe. He had the usual dress, 
and around his neck the high thick white ruff worn 
by the Lutheran olergy. 

He adyanoed to the side of the bench, and exchanged 
a few sentences with the Commandant and the Doctor. 
He had never seen Yonved in life, for although he 
had repeatedly requested permission to visit the dun- 
geon of the doomed outlaw to administer spiritual 
counsel, the Commandant always peremptorily re- 
fused, assigning no other reason than the weU-known 
fact that Vonved had formerly escaped through the 
medium of a priest whom Baron Leutenberg allowed 
to visit him — a weakness which had cost the poor 
Baron dear, and which he (Q-eneral Poulsen) had no 
intention to imitate. 

Moumftilly did the good chaplain now contemplate 
the mortal remains of the man of whose terrible re- 
nown he had heard so much. 

"A prisoner no more," said the Chaplain, tenderly 
and solemnly, " for Heaven has heard his cry — and, 
it may be, his prayers — and set the prisoner free ! " 

"Prayers! his prayers!" ejaculated the Com- 
mandant, in profound astonishment. 

" Hem ! " coughed the Captain of the Ghiard, with 
a smile of complacent incredulity. 

"Ha! ha!" tittered the Doctor, "what a droll 
idea of yours. Chaplain ! Lars Vonved's prayers ! 
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Ho ! ho !" The Utile doctor was a Materialist, and 
the idea of Yonved praying tickled him amazingly. 

^^Tordner!" here exclaimed the Commandant, 
oooompanying his voice mth a resonant stamp of his 
foot on the stone floor, ^^ what are we all thinking of! 
Here we are gossiping like old women about psycho- 
logical mysteries, and outlaws, and their prayers; 
and all the while we forget that scores of thousands 
of loyal subjects of our King are assembled in that 
«dd Kongens-Nytorv impatiently awaiting the arri- 
val of this Vonved to receive the deserts he doubtless 
richly merited, but which he has somehow escaped, 
as we see ! '' 

" Ah ! '^ grinned the little doctor, what a disap- 
pointment it will be for them — ^the bitterer for being 
so totally unexpected ! They will be wickedly in- 
clined, I fancy, to substitute our interesting friend 
the Headsman himseK as the next most worthy can- 
didate for the honours of the wheel !" 

The Commandant now gave precise orders to the 
Captain of the Guard, who was instructed to proceed 
forthwith, with a sufficient escort of dragoons, to the 
place of intended execution, and there announce the 
death of Yonved in the Citadel, and also to take 
measures to prevent any disturbance* 

General Poulsen was thoroughly aroused from his 
temporary sentimental abstraction. He directed the 
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gaolers to minutely examine, in his presence, the 
clothes of Vonved, which they did, but only a few 
trifling articles, and not a single scrap of paper, 
were discovered. Satisfied in this respect, the Com- 
mandant turned round to quit the dungeon, ordering 
all present to withdraw, and the door to be secured • 
on the corpse, whilst he went personally to report the 
extraordinary decease of Vonved to the proper au- 
thorities. But the venerable chaplain gently detained 
him, and whispered an earnest request that he would 
first order the fetters to be removed from the inani- 
mate body. 

" It is ever painful to me," said he, " to see mana- 
cles on a living man, even though he may be a wicked 
malefactor; but it is inexpressively more painful, 
nay revolting, to behold them clasping the limbs of a 
corpse!" 

The grim old Commandant, quite hardened and 
inaccessible to any such feeling on his own part, 
laughed at the chaplain's soft-hearted notion, as he 
termed it, but nevertheless gave instant orders to 
summon the armourers to remove the chains. 

In a few minutes two stalwart fellows entered, 
wearing the striped trousers of soldiers, but without 
jackets, the sleeves of their shirts being turned up to 
the elbows, and leathern aprons rolled round their 
waists. They bore each an oblong wicker basket, 
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oontaining hammers, files of vaxious sizes and shapes, 
pinoers, and punches. With these instruments they 
set to work and verjfcspeedily removed the rivets from 
the fetters, and the fetters from the body. 

And now all quitted the dismal dimgeon, the last 
to linger being the chaplain, who, with trembling 
hands and moistened eyes, drew his silk handkerchief 
from his pocket, and, sighing heavily, spread it with 
reverence over the marble face of Lars Vonved. 
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CHAPTEE XXIV. 

life! 

At nightfall, a caxriage and a hearse drew up at 
the outer gateway of Oitadellet Frederikshavn. The 
carriage contained five persons, Amalia Yonved and 
Wilhehn, Bertel Eovsing, the Baron Koemperhim- 
mel, and Lieutenant Dunraven — ^the latter thoroughly 
disguised. The lieutenant, in his flight to the boat, 
had accidentally encountered Sergeant Jetsmark, 
whom he had long known as a confidential agent of 
Lars Vonved ; and a few words from Jetsmark had 
the effect of determining the lieutenant to put him- 
seK in immediate commimication with Amalia, which 
he accordingly did, after seeing to the temporary 
safety of his companions. 

Baron Koemperlummel, aided by friends in office, 
had succeeded in obtaining from the proper govern- 
ment authorities, with the sanction of the Bong him- 
self, a formal order for the delivery of Vonved's body 
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to his Mends, who were to be permitted to convey 
it away whensoever and wheresoever they pleased. 

The Baron and Bertel alighted from the carriage, 
leaving Anialia and Dimraven to await their return. 
Having stated their business, the two former were 
promptly conducted to the presence of General Poul- 
sen, who knew the Baron personally, and expressed 
exceeding surprise that so great a nobleman, and one 
who hitherto had been the right hand councillor of 
the Ejng, should take such extraordinary interest in 
the fate of Yonved and the disposal of his remains. 
The Commandant very carefully perused the order 
addressed to him, and found it strict and precise. 

"I am to surrender the outlaw's body to the 
bearer of this ?" muttered he. 

"I am the bearer,'' said the Baron; "and will 
now receive the body, on behalf of Vonved's friends." 

" Now, your Excellency P " 

"Yes, nowy Q-eneral Poulsen!" haughtily re- 
sponded the Baron. " You will perceive that war- 
rant expressly authorizes me to remove from the cita- 
del the body of Lars Vonved at any hour I choose ; 
and orders you to give me every facility and neces- 
sary aid so to do." 

" Tordner ! " sullianly growled old Poulsen, some- 
what crestfallen, and yet more astounded and mysti- 
fied than he even had been all day long ; " you need 



240 VONVED THE DANE: 

not remind an old soldier like me to do my duty, 
Baron Koemperhimmel ; and you may take away 
this Vonved, with a bushel of welcomes on my part, 
for I shall be only too thankftd to have done with 
him at last." 

The Baron took him at his word. Within half- 
an-hour the body of Lars Vonved, oarefully wrapped 
in a large white sheet, was placed in the hearse, and 
the Baron and Bertel resumed their places in the 
carriage. Both vehicles instantly were driven ofi^ at 
a decorous pace, leaving old Commandant Poulsen 
himself standing on the outer drawbridge of the cita- 
del, in the drollest attitude of bewildered mystifica- 
tion conceivable. 

Down Amalia-Gade, and across the now deserted 
Kongens-Nytorv, solemnly rolled the hearse and car- 
riage. A little pause occurred at the entrance of 
Ostergade, when some private orders were passed to 
the drivers, and they drove at a yet slower pace down 
that street, VinQnelshaftet, and Prederiksberg-Qude, 
until they reached the ramparts and went through the 
Vester-Port — ^which, like the other Ports or " Gates," 
is literally a tunnel through the huge earthen ram- 
parts — and across the moat and two drawbridges at a 
snail's pace, to the rude diversion, possibly, of the 
various sentinels. The hearse was not a mere open 
bier on wheels, Hke the' Danish hearses in common 
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use, but a close carriage for the conveyance of the 
dead, built in the English fashion. As they ad- 
vanced through the suburbs, the pace gradually 
quickened until they emerged in the open country at 
a trot. When finally clear of the suburbs, the car- 
riage stopped, and Baron Kcemperhimmel got out, 
bidding adieu to his Mends, to return alone to the 
city on foot. During several hours the two vehicles 
proceeded without stoppage, until nearly at midnight 
the by-road along which they had latterly proceeded, 
suddenly terminated on a sandy shelving sea-beach. 
The tideless surf of the Baltic moaned hoarsely along 
an enormous semicircle of shore, forming the cele- 
brated Bay of Kjoge, which, during the recent Eussian 
war, afforded secure anchorage to the magnificent 
fieets of England and France. 

The carriage and hearse both drew up within a 
stone's cast of the water's edge, and Lieutenant 
Dunraven got out ; and having satisfied himself they 
had arrived at an appointed rendezvous, he walked to 
and fro, keenly looking seaward. It was a dark 
night, with a soft, crisp breeze blowing off the land. 
The lieutenant, at length, knelt on the pebbly 
strand, in such a position that he could scan a space 
where there was a streak of dim light, a low rift in 
the murky sky, where it merged in the horizon. His 
experienced eye soon detected a dancing black dot, 
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relieved agamst the backgroiind of sea and sky. He 
believed it to be a boat, lying at a grapnel, and 
lightly tossed by the waves. After a thoughtful 
pause he arose to his feet, drew forth a small blue- 
light, ignited its fosee, and when it was ablaze, held 
it up at anns' length. For thirty seconds it cast a 
bright glare around, then instantaneously became 
extinct. 

Dunraven again gazed seaward with feverish anxi- 
ety. His suspense was very brief. An answering 
blue-light was displayed from the boat, to which 
Dunraven responded by firing a pistol. At that 
preconcerted signal the boat tripped her grapnel and 
pulled in for the land. As her bows softly grated 
on the beach, Dunraven approached, and issued or- 
ders in a low voice. Four stalw^ seamen imme- 
diately stepped ashore, and in a few minutes re- 
turned, bearing in their arms the body of Lars Von- 
ved, which they carefolly deposited on a mattress 
stretched along the two midship thwarts. Then Bertel 
Rovsing brought A mail a and her boy from the car- 
riage, and took his seat beside them in the stem sheets 
of the boat. The carriage and hearse drove inland, 
and Dunraven gave the word to push oflf. 

For a quarter of an hour the boat was pulled 
swiftly and in dead silence straight out to sea, Dun- 
raven steering by a particular star. At length he 
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ordered the men to lay on their oars, and they all 
strained their vision in search of a vessel — ^in vain. 
Another quarter of an hour, with two or three inter- 
vals of rest, was spent in rowing, ere the hull of a 
small craft was dimly discerned. There was a dif- 
ference of opinion concerning her, some maintaining 
that she was under saQ, others that she was lying-to. 
To settle the matter, a rocket was fired from the bow of 
the boat ; and hardly had it attained its fall altitude, 
ere an answering rocket soared from the deck of the 
stranger. The boat's crew were yet undecided as to 
the vessel, until a lantern was run up to her peak, 
and lowered. Twice more this was repeated, and 
then " The Little Amalia ! " burst from the lips of 
the anxious seamen. They rowed towards her, and 
were soon under her lee quarter. A short conference 
ensued between Dunraven and Herr Lundt, who was 
in charge of the joegt ; and the result was, that the lat- 
ter sent up seven rockets at intervals of one minute. 
The last had hardly burst in the sky ere as many mus- 
ket shots were fired from a vessel whose contiguity 
they had been unable to discern in the darkness, but 
which now also ran up to her mizen peak three lan- 
terns, vertically, severally displaying red, yellow, and 
blue-lights ; and kept them suspended as a guide to 
her consort. " The Skildpadde 1 " cried every voice ; 
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and sail was instantly made on the Little Ama-lifl^ 
the boat being towed in her wake. 

Ere many minutes elapsed, the vessels were within 
hail, and both hoYe-to. The boat rowed alongside 
the Skildpadde, on board which preparations had 
already been made. Amalia and Wilhehn were 
handed on to her deck, and were followed by all but 
Dunraven and the coxswain. Tackles were lowered 
from aloft, and hooked to the bow and stem rings of 
the boat, which, with all it contained, was then 
hoisted up and swayed on deck. The body of Von- 
ved was at once conveyed below, and both the Skild- 
padde and the Little Amalia forthwith shaped a 
course under all plain sail. 

It is six beUs of the first night-watch— one hour 
before midnight of Saturday. Forty-seven hours 
have elapsed since Amalia bade adieu to her husband 
in his dungeon in Citadellet Frederikshavn. The 
SHldpadde, closely attended by the Little Amalia, 
is under easy sail some dozen miles off the coast of 
Funen. Yet the deck of the Skildpadde looks as 
though kept not merely by one watch, but by all 
hands. Not a man of the crew is in his hammock. 
They are clustered here and there, but especially 
about the waist and on the verge of the quarter-deck, 
talking with bated breath on some absorbing topic ; 
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and ever and anon they glance aft towards the com- 
panion, around which the officers ore conversing. 

Descend to the great cabin. What a scene is 
here! On the table, upon a pile of bedding, lies 
the form of Lars Vonved, imchanged in appearance 
since the morning appointed for his execution. A 
sheet is drawn up to his throat, but his face is un- 
coyered. At his head sits Amalia, pale as the inani- 
mate features on which her gaze is riveted. At the 
the foot of the table stands Mads Neilsen, motionless 
as the mizenmast at his back, unconscious of the 
wistfiil look, and low piteous whines of the naturally 
savqge Aravang, crouched at his feet. lieutenant 
Dunraven walks up and down the length of the 
cabin, his hands clasped behind him, and his head 
bent down. At a little side-table sits Bertel Eov- 
sing, poring over a bit of parchment, about four 
inches square, and near to it is the little gold box, 
and the whale's tooth which had so long been their 
depository. Three large lamps suspended from the 
beams, and vibrating with the gentle swell of the 
sea, cast a powerfcd glare throughout the cabin. 

Bertel sighed heavily, and dropped the mystic 
parchment in despair. Dimraven stepped by his 
side, and in turn, for the twentieth time, looked at it 
with vacant eye. He then took up the gold box — 
empty now, but flakes of a yellowish powder, adher- 
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ing within, indicated what had been its oontents. 
The box bore on its lid the date of its make— -1175 — 
and its bottom and sides were quite ooyered with 
Bunic oharaoters, apparently of the same kind as 
those inscribed on the parchment, but they were 
almost obliterated by the wear of six, oeoatoxies and a 
half. He half abstractedly passed the tip of his fore- 
finger along the sides of the box, and touched his 
tongue with the almost impalpable powder. It was 
tasteless and odorless. He looked up and caught 
the anxious eye of Bertel. They mutually sighed 
with moumfal significance. 

^^ 'Tis in vain to ponder o'er this dim parohmenty" 
muttered BerteL 

"Very vain," responded Dunraven; "and even 
could you dis(K)ver the key to its impenetrable sym- 
bols—of what avail P The Countess"— and he low^ 
ered his voice, and glanced fortively at Amalia, 
"has already told us what he said — and he alone 
could read that fearful scroll." 

" Ay, but think you. Lieutenant Dunraven," 
gravely murmured Bertel, " that in the terrible agi- 
tation she must have then experiendM, she may not 
have misunderstood, or forgotten P" 

"No, sir! my life on it, neither! He told her 
that this mysterious powder would, if taken as he in- 
tended to take it, according to the secret instructions 



COUNT OF ELSINORE. 247 

on the parohment, immediately after she had quitted 
his dungeon on her last visit, throw him into a pro- 
found lethargy — a counterfeit of death, such as no 
man could possibly detect. This trance, this appa- 
i^nt total suspension of all sensation, was to last pre- 
cisely forty-eight hours, and in that interval we were 
to obtain permission to remove his supposed corpse, 
and thus insure his ultimate safety. All has hitherto 
come to pass as he foresaw. See ! is it not death's 
twin-sister P" and he motioned towards the rigid 
form of his beloved leader and Mend. ' 

" Ay, but is it not death, indeed, and not merely 
his dread semblance P " 

"We have no right whatever to fear that," re- 
sponded Dunraven, in a tone which was not quite so 
confident as his words. " Little more than forty-seven 
hours have elapsed since he has been outwardly 
inanimate, and" 

A strange, sharp cry — ^piercing, yet not loud — 
broke from Amalia, and when they hurried to her 
side, she was standing with arms extended, and her 
face bent closely over the marble lineaments of her 
husband. 

They at once beheld the cause of her intense emo- 
tion. A gentle dew was breaking from the pores of 
Lars Vonved's face and forehead — his eyelashes 
quivered slightly, yet very perceptibly — ^the deadly 
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pallor of his features had disappeared and giyen 
place to a faint roseate tint. 

" He lives ! life is returning ! " 

Minutes are hours now to the group around the 
reviving form of the outlaw. 

Dunraven drew down the sheet and chafed his 
breast — ^Mads Neilsen rubbed his feet, and cherished 
them against his naked hairy bosom, sobbing aad 
ejaculating with savage vehemence. 

Time flies! — ^and yet they all think Time an 
Eternity ! 

" He lives ! Hush ! his limbs quiver ! His eyes 
are opening ! He is growing warm ! He moves his 
fingers ! He lifts his arm ! He is alive ! His eyes 
are open ! He lives ! He sees — ^he knows us ! His 
lips unclose ! He will soon speak ! Saved I He 
Uves!" 

And so it came to pass, in the degree indicated by 
the ejaculations above quoted from the thousands 
that were uttered, that Lars Vonved recovered life 
and consciousness ; and just when the forty-eight 
hours expired, he heaved a long deep sigh, gazed 
steadily around, and flung his arms aloft like a giant 
awaking from sleep. 

Nearly every man of his devoted crew by this time 
were thronging around him in the great cabin, and 
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the sternest old sea-dog of them all wept Uke a ner- 
vous woman for unutterable joy and thankfulness. 
"Life! lUve! Thank God Ahnighty, I Uve!" 
Such were the first words uttered by the lips of 
Yonved the Dane, and his mighty arms closed around 
his wife, and drew her down on his now strongly- 
beating heart, and held her there with the resistless 
pressure of a steel vice. 
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OHAPTEE XXV. 

AN INTERPRETATION OF A LITTLE BIRD's SONG. 

Hearken to what a very knowing Little Bird 
sings — ^that identical mysterious Little Bird whioih 
reveals, anywhere and everywhere, every thing to 
everybody who will open his ears discreetly and sa- 
piently. 

Once upon a time — (remember it is the responsible 
Little Bird who singeth — ^the irresponsible writer 
merely interprets its voice) : — 

Once upon a time Xing Frederick, being then 
Prince Frederick, young and hot-blooded, fell despe- 
rately in love (an £U3cident to which bom princes are 
said to be as liable as bom peasants) with a oertain 
noble Spanish lady, who happened to be sojourning 
at Copenhagen. The result wcus a left-handed mar- 
riage — or at any rate an union of some sort, suflGloient 
to overcome the scruples of the not reluctant dame, 
who for two fleeting years lived happily enough with 
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the prince at one of his ooimtry palaces, until she was 
£U3cidentally killed when taking an airing in her car- 
riage, from which she flung herself in aflWght, on 
the horses running away. 

This hapless Spanish lady left a Httle girl, one year 
old, whom her father committed to the care of a 
country woman and friend of the deceased mother, 
and sent them to the latter's native country, that the 
infant might be there brought up. The child was 
thus reared and educated in Spain, where she re- 
mained until she attained her eighteenth year, when 
the Crown Prince, receiving glowing accounts of her 
beauty, amiability, and accomplishments, recalled 
her to Denmark, but for divers weighty motives did 
not let her reside at his capital, but placed her in the 
family of a nobleman who Kved in Holstein. It so 
happened that Colonel Erik Valdemar, uncle of Lars 
Vonved, and youngest son of Knut Vonved, Count 
of Elsinore, was then stationed in the vicinity, and 
had opportunities of becoming acquainted with the 
lovely Spanish-Danish girl. He loved her, and was 
himself beloved. They mutually were certain that 
the bitter personal antipathy of their respective fathers 
rendered it hopeless to seek their consent to a union, 
so, impelled by a passion as rash as it was violent, 
the lady eloped to Hamburg, and was speedily joined 
there by Erik, who had obtained a lengthened leave 
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of absence firom his military duties. They were 
married in Altona (the chief town of Holstein, and 
consequently belonging to Denmark), which is quite 
contiguous to the famous " free city " of Hamburg, 
with such secrecy and precaution that they had reason 
to hope the fact would not transpire for years — if 
ever. 

The unfortunate nobleman who had been intrusted 
with the temporary guardianship of the Crown Prince's 
daughter, was so frightened at her flight (the motive 
of whicji he too clearly comprehended), that to escape 
the anticipated wrath of Frederick, he in turn fled to 
a foreign land, and died a voluntary exile. 

After his marriage, Erik continued stationed a 
number of years in Holstein and Slesvig, and con- 
trived that his unacknowledged wife always resided 
. in mysterious seclusion at no great distance from 
wherever he was quartered. It was, nevertheless, 
impossible to so deftly manage matters as to altogether 
escape suspicion on the part of prying people. The 
result was [accurately described by Lars Vonved in 
the story of his own life which he narrated to his 
wife. The great old Count of Elsinore, indeed, heard 
from various sources strange and conflicting rumours 
respecting his son Erik ; but although these reports 
agreed that Erik was either secretly married, or had 
ed an improper connexion with a lady, they 
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never assumed any very positive shape, nor did they 
ever hint that the lady was the daughter of the Crown 
Prince and Eegent of Denmark. The simple fact 
that she was the daughter of Frederick, alone pre- 
vented Erik from confessing the real truth to his 
angry father — ^for he dared not do so. The lament- 
able estrangement, solely in consequence of this un- 
avoidable reticence on the part of Erik, which then 
ensued between the father and son, has already been 
described by the mouth of Lars Vonved, who truly 
told Aynalia that Erik did not reveal the fact of his 
suspected marriage even unto his beloved brother, 
Valdemar. 

Erik was mortally wounded when fighting nobly 
in defence *of Copenhagen, during its cruel bom- 
bardment in 1807, and when dying, as also related 
by Lars Vonved, he obtained the forgiveness and 
blessing of his glorious old father, to whom he then 
confided the long cherished secret of his marriage, 
and with whom. 

What followed, so far as the mighty old Count was 
concerned, was told in a few sentences by Lars Von- 
ved, in the twelfth chapter of this narrative, and may 
be emphatically repeated here : — 

" Count Vonved rigidly kept the secret confided to 
him by his dying son, whatever that secret might be ; 
but his friends well knew that not only was his stem 
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heart softened by the death of Erik, but that he 
proudly and thankfully acknowledged that Erik had 
not disgraced him in the manner he had so long sub- 
pected and feared. Moreover, he employed confi- 
dential agents in a mission of inquiry and search tar 
the foreign lady and her children, his object being, 
it was supposed, to acknowledge and adopt the latter. 
No trace of them could be discovered, and the mys- 
tery of their disappearance was an additional shock 
and grief to Count Vonved." 

The reason why the old Count of Elsinore was 
baffled in his endeavours to discover the widow and 
children of his dead son, admits of ready explanation. 
Erik had been summoned from Slesvig to fight in 
defence of the capital, so suddenly and unexpectedly, 
that he was unable to make any arrangement for the 
future of his family, in case he should fall. The 
news of his death was a fatal blow to his hapless 
widow. She fell into premature labour, and in a few 
hours the mother and infant were both dead. Two 
orphan children remained — ^the eldest a girl. Erik 
ha\dng been for years entirely dependent on his sol- 
dier's pay, had been unable to provide for his children, 
and left scarcely any property. One or two brother 
officers, who yet knew not whether the orphans left 
in Slesvig were or were not Erik's legitimate oflPspring, 
generously did what little they could for their benefit. 
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The personal property was sold on their behoof, and 
respectable persons were found who undertook the 
charge of them. The boy was sent to the vicinity of 
Banders in Jutland ; the girl was adopted by a gen- 
tleman and his wife, who had no family of their own, 
and who were about to immediately proceed to one 
of the Danish West India Islands where the gentle- 
man had a plantation. 

Thus it came to pass that the agents of Knut Yon- 
ved never succeeded in tracing his grandchildren. 
The future lives of those children were indeed re- 
markable. The boy's Christian name was Bertel, 
and owing to the uncertainty of his legal claim to a 
particular surname, his protectors bestowed on him 
their own, which was Rovsing. As Bertel Rovsing 
he was henceforward known. He grew up shy, 
proud, highly-gifted, naturally amiable and lofty- 
minded, but withal, a passionate, melancholy boy. 
The older he grew the more he was disgusted with 
the obscurity and ungeniality of his lot in life, and 
ere he had attained his fifteenth year he fiercely cast 
off all restraint, and determined to seek his fortune, 
solely dependent on his own talent as a painter, which 
was already extraordinary for one so young. So, 
forth he wandered, a self-exiled youth. No one but 
himself knew where or how he spent his years imtil 
he settled down as a painter — ^a poor unknown soli- 
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tary man of genius — at the ruined Castle of Svend- 
borg. 

The life of his sister (considerably older that him- 
seK) was quite as extraordinary, although less mys- 
terious, and eventually far happier. The kind lady 
who had adopted her, died of yeUow fever a few 
months after their arrival in the "West Indies, and a 
year or two subsequently the gentleman was com- 
pletely ruined by the British cruisers capturing the 
vessels conveying the produce of his plantation to 
Europe. All he could now do for the doubly-or- 
phaned Ghmhild was to obtain for her a passage back 
to Denmark. She duly reached that part of her 
native land where her mother died, and where she 
and her infant brother had been separated, but her 
former Mends were no longer there. Some compas- 
sionate people gave the poor girl — ^yet a child — trifling 
aid, and advised her to endeavour to find her way 
northward, and seek for her brother in Jutland, in 
the hope that those who befiriended him might extend 
their protection to her. Nobody, however, could teU 
her the exact locality in the great peninsula of Jut- 
land whither her brother had been taken, nor even 
the name of the family by whom he had been re- 
ceived. How then, was poor Ghmhild to find him ? 
Yet, more ; how could she, with only a fewrix-dalers 
in her pocket, traverse the immense wild tract of 
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country that intervened P A strange, yet good friend 
turned up in the person of a blind old man, aveteran 
soldier, who had lost his eye-sight at the battle of the 
Baltic in 1801, and who then traversed the country 
as a wandering, homeless fiddler. He offered to per- 
mit her to accompany him on his way to Jutland, 
promising to take every possible care of her, and to 
assist her to the utmost of his power to find her bro- 
ther. In return she was to sing when he played, and 
to render him such help as she could. After a weary 
time they reached Jutland, but the generality of the 
people were so poor, and so thinly scattered, that 
little indeed could their combined exertions earn. 
Still they wandered on, to and fro, everywhere in- 
quiring in vain for the residence of Bertel. The old' 
fiddler proved a most trustworthy friend and com- 
panion. He was intelligent, kind, and naturally 
pious. The greater part of his life had been spent 
amid scenes of strife and bloodshed, yet his heart was 
untainted. The singular pair were reduced to the 
last extremity of want, when, in mid- winter, they 
happened to meet on the highway the very child of 
whom they were in search, and he gave them his 
cake, and so truthfully and affecting pictured by 
Bertel himself in after years. Of course they knew 
hiTTi not, and to and fro they continued to wander ; 
the old man, for intelligent reasons, quite right and 
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praiseworthy on his part, calling himself her grand- 
father. At length Providence brought them to the 
little out-o'-the-way town of Viborg, where the old 
man played national tunes on his fiddle, and Gxinhild 
accompanied him with her voice. 

Now, so it was, that poor blind veteran had won- 
derful skill with the fiddle-bow, and the young girl 
had an amazingly sweet voice, and one of remarkable 
compass. An itinerant theatrical company happened 
to be at Yiborg, and the manager heard the old man 
and his supposed grandchild in the streets thereo£ 
The manager, a man of taste and judgment, was 
exceedingly struck by the very great talent evinced 
by the girl, and engaged both her and the blind fid- 
dler to perform on his stage. So successful were they 
that he re-engaged them to proceed with him south- 
ward to Copenhagen. At the capital, Qimhild at- 
tracted very considerable notice, and the director of 
the Italian Opera there eventually secured her ser- 
vices for a term of years. His company belonged to 
Vienna, being at Copenhagen only for a single season 
on speculation, and to Vienna they accordingly soon 
returned. It was a pleasing trait in Gnnhild's cha- 
racter that she would not sign the agreement which 
bound her to her new master, until the latter had 
guaranteed a small pension to the aged fiddler who 
had so well befiriended her. 
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Aided by first-rate tuition, Qxmliild rapidly attained 
a most distinguished rank in her profession, and under 
an assumed name had a brilliant oareer in the princi- 
pal European capitals. Whilst at St. Petersburg she 
won the heart and hand of Baron Koemperhimmel, 
who happened to be there as an envoy extraordinary 
from the Court of Denmark. The Baron was too 
wealthy, too powerful, and too high in the favour of 
his sovereign to care for the sneers and scofib excited 
by his alliance with a public singer of imknown ori- 
gin. He was thoroughly convinced that Gunhild 
was not merely beautiful and gifted, but a pure and 
good woman, worthy to be his wife, the guardian of 
his honour, and the fountain of his happiness. Nobly 
did she justify his generous and wise appreciation of 
her rare and lofty qualities. 

Thus far the Little Bird has sung, and very dull 
and dry is the-unworthy scribe's interpretation of its 
eloquent warble. 

When King Frederick mercilessly refused to par- 
don Lars Yonved, Baron Eoemperhimmel and his 
friends held a consultation that same evening at the 
house of the former. The Baroness and Bertel Bov- 
sing were both present, and some allusion was made 
to the marvellous incident of the picture he had 
painted, and which had secured him the patronage 
and friendship of the Baroness, and the intercession 
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little island of Beloe, off the ooast of Holstein, and 
there await an interview with her brother, and with 
her ooTisin, Lars Vonved himself, if he could venture 
to land. The islet in question was the property of 
her husband, who had built a charming marine villa 
upon it. The few servants attached to this occasional 
residence, and two or three fishermen's families, formed 
the sole permanent population. The Baroness was to 
sail thither in her husband's pleasure joegt. Lars 
Vonved approved of this idea, and with all due cau- 
tion his vessels sailed direct for Beloe, taking special 
care to arrive off the islet after nightfiedL He forth- 
with landed his wife and boy, and Bertel Yaldemar. 
The latter had, within a day or two, become exceed- 
ingly ill. The great mental excitement he had of 
late undergone, had reacted on his naturally nervous 
and morbid temperament, and, in conjunction with 
a bodily predisposition to disease, had prostrated him 
in such a manner that his Mends grew most seriously 
alarmed. 

The Baroness was ready to receive them; but Lars 
Vonved himseK, after an interview of only a few 
minutes with her, decided to return aboard the Skild- 
padde, promising to land again on the morrow, if 
possible. Soon after daybreak he kept his word, and 
learnt that his cousin Bertel had grown rapidly worse, 
was partially insensible, and in mortal danger. In 



COUNT OF ELSINORE. 263 

this emergency (the Baron's jcegt having been pru- 
dently sent away), Vonved proposed to despatch his 
Little AmaUa to Eiel, the chief town of Holstein, 
and not above a score of miles from Beloe, to procure 
medical aid. The Baroness wrote a letter to an emi- 
nent physician of Kiel (who had once come from 
thence to attend her at Beloe), requesting him to 
immediately return with the bearer. Herr Lundt, 
in the Little Amalia, fearlessly undertook this mis- 
sion, and before sunset he had landed the physician. 
For three days the latter continued in constant at- 
tendance on the patient, before he could give a decided 
opinion respecting his condition. Then, however, he 
reluctantly pronounced there was no longer a gleam 
of hope for his recovery. 

Bertel himself was now perfectly sensible, and re- 
ceived the fatal announcement with incomparably 
greater calmness than his relatives. He was quite 
resigned, expressed himseK as little caring to live and 
willing to die, such being his Maker's will. He spoke 
much to his sister about his betrothed, Oliifina Strom, 
and implored that she might be informed that he was 
djdng, and that he longed to see her for the last time 
upon earth. 

Oliifina happened, as Bertel knew, to be at this 
time on a visit to her only brother, who managed 
their father's branch mercantile establishment at Kiel. 
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this emergency (the Baron's joegt having been pru- 
dently sent away), Yonved proposed to despatch his 
Little Amalia to Kiel, the chief town of Holstein, 
and not above a score of miles from Beloe, to procure 
medical aid. The Baroness wrote a letter to an emi- 
nent physician of Kiel (who had once come from 
thence to attend her at Beloe), requesting him to 
immediately return with the bearer. Heir Lundt, 
in the Little Amalia, fearlessly undertook this mis- 
sion, and before sunset he had landed the physician. 
For three days the latter continued in constant at- 
tendance on the patient, before he could give a decided 
opinion respecting his condition. Then, however, he 
reluctantly pronounced there was no longer a gleam 
of hope for his recovery. 

Bertel himself was now perfectly sensible, and re- 
ceived the fatal announcement with incomparably 
greater calmness than his relatives. He was quite 
resigned, expressed himself as little caring to live and 
willing to die, such being his Maker's will. He spoke 
much to his sister about his betrothed, Olufina Strom, 
and implored that she might be informed that he was 
dying, and that he longed to see her for the last time 
upon earth. 

Olufina happened, as Bertel knew, to be at this 
time on a visit to her only brother, who managed 
their father's branch mercantile establishment at Kiel. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

AN INTERPRETATION OF A LITTLE BIRD's SONG. 

Hearken to what a very knowing Little Bird 
sings — ^that identical mysterious Little Bird which 
reveals, anywhere and everywhere, every thing to 
everybody who will open his ears discreetly and sa- 
piently. 

Once upon a time — (remember it is the responsible 
Little Bird who singeth — ^the irresponsible writer 
merely interprets its voice) : — 

Once upon a time King Frederick, being then 
Prince Frederick, young and hot-blooded, fell despe- 
rately in love (an accident to which bom princes are 
said to be as liable as bom peasants) with a certain 
noble Spanish lady, who happened to be sojourning 
at Copenhagen. The result was a left-handed mar- 
riage—or at any rate an union of some sort, sufficient 
to overcome the scruples of the not reluctant dame, 
who for two fleeting years lived happily enough with 
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the prinoe atone of hiB oountry palaces, until she was 
aoQidentally killed when taking an airing in her car- 
riage, from which she flung herself in afi^ht, on 
the horses running away. 

This hapless Spanish lady left a little girl, one year 
old, whom her father committed to the care of a 
country woman and Mend of the deceased mother, 
and sent them to the latter's native country, that the 
in£Euit might be there brought up. The child was 
thus reared and educated in Spain, where she re- 
mained until she attained her eighteenth year, when 
the Crown Prince, receiving glowing accounts of her 
beauty, amiability, and accomplishments, recalled 
her to Denmark, but for divers weighty motives did 
not let her reside at his capital, but placed her in the 
family of a nobleman who Uved in Holstein. It so 
happened that Colonel Erik Valdemar, uncle of Lars 
Vonved, and youngest son of Knut Vonved, Count 
of Elsinore, was then stationed in the vicinity, and 
had opportunities of becoming acquainted with the 
lovely Spanish-Danish girl. He loved her, and was 
himself beloved. They mutually were certain that 
the bitter personal antipathy of their respective fathers 
rendered it hopeless to seek their consent to a union, 
so, impelled by a passion as rash as it was violent, 
the lady eloped to Hamburg, and was speedily joined 
there by Erik, who had obtained a lengthened leave 
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was. She lived to be a happy i^ife and an honoured 
mother. 

Bertel felt he oould not long endure this laat inter- 
view. He made a preoonoerted signal, and his sister 
and Amalia both entered, accompanied by Wilhelm. 
Bertel told Olufina they must now part; but nothing 
could persuade her to quit him until he consented she 
should see him again at the expiration of an hour, 
by which time he felt he should be no more. One 
last, clinging embrace— a heart- warm blessing from 
Bertel — and she suffered herself to be conducted to a 
distant room by the Baroness. When the latter re- 
turned, her brother observed that he had only one 
more thing to do on earth — one last effort to make-* 
one last prayer to be realized. Ghmhild and Amalia 
exchanged moumfol glances of deep import, for well 
did they tmderstand him. He desired Amalia to 
bring unto him her husband, who was nigh at hand, 
awaiting the expected summons. 

When Amalia returned with her husband, and 
they stood by the bed, Bertel spake to each in turn, 
making a few last requests, and fervently blessing 
them all. 

He had yet to do the " one thing " to which he 
had alluded, and he obviously prepared to make a 
great effort to accomplish his last work on earth. 
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heart softened by the death of Erik, but that he 
proudly and thankfully acknowledged that Erik had 
not disgraoed him in the manner he had so long sus- 
pected and feared. Moreover, he employed confi- 
dential agents in a mission of inquiry and search for 
the foreign lady and her children, his object being, 
it was supposed, to acknowledge and adopt the latter. 
No trace of them could be discovered, and the mys- 
tery of their disappearance was an additional shock 
and grief to Count Vonved." 

The reason why the old Count of Elsinore was 
baffled in his endeavours to discover the widow and 
children of his dead son, admits of ready explanation. 
Erik had been sunmioned from Slesvig to fight in 
defence of the capital, so suddenly and unexpectedly, 
that he was unable to make any arrangement for the 
future of his family, in case he should fall. The 
news of his death was a fatal blow to his hapless 
widow. She fell into premature labour, and in a few 
hours the mother and infant were both dead. Two 
orphan children remained — ^the eldest a girl. Erik 
having been for years entirely dependent on his sol- 
dier's pay, had been unable to provide for his children, 
and left scarcely any property. One or two brother 
officers, who yet knew not whether the orphans left 
in Slesvig were or were not Erik's legitimate ofispring, 
generously did what little they could for their benefit. 
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The personal property was sold on their behoof, and 
respectable persons were found who undertook the 
charge of them. The boy was sent to the vicinity of 
Banders in Jutland ; the girl was adopted by a gen- 
tleman and his wife, who had no &mily of their own, 
and who were about to immediately proceed to one 
of the Danish West India Islands where the gentle- 
man had a plantation. 

Thus it came to pass that the agents of Knut Yon- 
ved never succeeded in tracing his grandchildren. 
The fdture lives of those children were indeed re- 
markable. The boy's Christian name was Bertel, 
and owing to the uncertainty of his legal daim to a 
particular surname, his protectors bestowed on him 
their own, which was Bovsing. As Bertel Bovsing 
he was henceforward known. He grew up shy, 
proud, highly-gifted, naturally amiable and lofty- 
minded, but withal, a passionate, melancholy boy. 
The older he grew the more he was disgusted with 
the obscurity and ungeniality of his lot in life, and 
ere he had attained his fifteenth year he fiercely cast 
off all restraint, and determined to seek his fortune, 
solely dex)endent on his own talent as a painter, which 
was already extraordinary for one so young. So, 
forth he wandered, a self-exiled youth. No one but 
himself knew where or how he spent his years until 
he settled down as a painter — a poor unknown soli- 
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mook me on earih and scornfully lefdse to admit my 
oompanionship in Heaven 1 Forgive "King Fredeiiok! 
I never will forgive him — ^I never will oease to wage 
a just warfare against him — ^I never will ask a pardon 
he would not grant." 

" He would ! " vehemently cried BerteL " Tea, by 
my parting soul I swear he would 1 I am dying fast 
^-ye all know that The thick veil which hangs 
atween life and death, time and eternity, becomes as 
gossamer when God says, ^ This night shall thy soul 
be summoned to my footstooL' I now see through 
that veil, and as surely as my soul liveth do I know 
that our King will ultimately pardon thee if thou 
wilt but seek his forgiveness." 

^^ Ourse the "King and his forgiveness ! I neither 
seek nor will I accept it!" fiercely responded Lars 
Vonved, 

A great ory burst from the women, and the Baron- 
ess passionately conjured Yonved by all that he held 
sacred to abjure such a heathenish resolve. 

" My brother is dying ! He is even now hovering 
between this life and that which is to be for ever and 
ever — he pierces the veil — ^he sees what we oannot 
see, he knows what we cannot know. Oh, be not so 
awfully obdurate ! Do not stop your ears to a voice 
from the verge of the tomb ! Do not enshroud your- 
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self in the iron panoply of your proud floul! Oh, 
Vonved, Vonved!" 

" What wonldat thou?" 

*^ I would have your arlTnantiue heart soften to the 
will of your omnipotent Maker ! I would have you 
first forgive your earthly King all that he has" 

*^ Did he forgiye me when ye all sought his meroy 
with trembling knees, and with burning tears, and 
with abject supplications P" asked Yonved, wiUi a 
Ixaggard smile. 

^^ The more need that thou ahouldst prove thy na- 
ture superior to his, by being the first to forgive. 
See ! I kneel unto thee; I beseech thee, I implore 
thee to subdue tiiy feaifdl spirit^ and grant my bro- 
ther's last prayer on earth ! Oh, let Bertel enter his 
Maker's presence bearing thy forgiveness of all who 
have trespassed against thee in thought, word, and 
deed, as an acceptable offering at the foot of the 
great White Throne I" 

The Baroness spoke with sobbing vehemence, and 
her scalding tears dropped heavily to the ground, as 
she appealingly looked up at Y onved, with clasped 
hands. 

An awfdl straggle agitated the indomitable heart 
of the Count; but^ in a cold, displeased, and repre- 
hensive tone, he slowly answered — 

''Bise, lady! One of the blood of Yaldemar the 
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Gfreat should never kneel but to G-od in heaven, and 
to an anointed king on earth. Arise ! " 

" I would pray never to rise more, rather than sue 
in vain ! 

Ere the last word was uttered, Amalia sank on her 
knees by the side of the Baroness, and upraised her 
hands, and uplifted her agonized faoe in mutely elo- 
quent appeal. 

"What! thouy my wife!" 

" Yes, my husband ! " 

Vonved laughed savagely and madly. 

" For my sake ! for the sake of our child ! " sighed 
the pallid lips of Amalia. 

"Oh, think," reiterated the Baroness, "of that 
tremendous day when you and the King wiU stand 
face to face before the judgment seat of Christ I " 

" Let Q-od judge between us on that day 1 " sternly 
exclaimed Vonved. 

"Oh, Count Vonved!" despairingly sobbed the 
Baroness, " what a fearful spirit is thine ! what an 
awful man art thou ! " 

" I am as Ood made me : body, soul, and spirit. 
Can the Ethiop change his skin, or the leopard his 
spots?" 

" Wilhehn !" suddenly cried Bertel to the wondering 
boy, who had stood silent as an antique statue during 
aE this fearful scene; "Wilhehn! kneel thou unto 
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thy father. He cannot be deaf to thy prayer. Thou 
art his only child ; thou art the very last of the Val- 
demars : he loves thee more than all this world con- 
tains. Kneel, dear Wilhelm I Dost thou hear my 
dying words ? Kneel ! Beseech thy father to forgive 
his King; and for thy sake, and for thy mother's 
sake, and for all our sakes, to seek the pardon the 
King will surely then grant." 

Wilhelm paused, apparently irresolute, glancing 
from the death-dewed features of his friend Bertel to 
the fearftdly stem, yet agitated lineaments of his 
own father; but at length he slowly sank on his 
knees by his mother's side ; and looking his father 
yearningly in the face, he raised his little hands, and 
exclaimed — 

" My father ! forgive King Frederick, and be his 
friend ! Do, for the sake of Bertel, of my mother, 
and of me ! " 

Lars Vonved covered his face with his hand, and 
groaned aloud. 

" My father ! " pleaded Wilhelm, anew, obeying a 
look of Bertel. 

"I hear thee, Wilhelm." 

" Yes, my father ! make us all very happy ! " 

" Count Vonved ! my cousin ! head of our race ! 
thou hast heard thine only child, this boy whom I 
have loved as though he had been my own. Canst 

n6 
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thou, darest thou refdse his prayer P" moaned Bertel, 
yery thioklyy and gasping his words slowly and pain- 
fullyy for his end was nigh at hand. 

'^ Dost thou indeed helieve that Qod speaks to me 
through the infiant lips of my ohild P" hoarsely de- 
manded Yonved. 

" I do ! By my soul's salvation, I believe it! " re- 
sponded Bertel. 

'^ Then I yield ; and will do that which thou re- 
qnirest!'' exdaimed Yonved, removing his hands 
from his {JELoe, and looking at his dying oousin with 
a oonntenanee as ghastly as Bertel's own. 

^^ Thank God! I die happy!" and with these 
words quivering on his pallid lips, Beitel Yaldemar 
sank back a corpse. 

That night, sitting alone by the cold day of his 
kinsman, Lars Yonved wrote a long letter to his 
sovereign— a letter which made King Frederick thrill 
and tremble, and taught him that he was a man as 
well as a monarch. 
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CHAPTEE XXVn. 

LARS VONVED AND KING FREDERICK STAND FACE 
TO FACE. 

One little month ago, Bertel Yaldemor, grandson 
alike of Ennt Yonved and of Erederiok YL, Eing 
of Denmark — the only man in "whose veins flowed 
the mingled blood of two ancient royal lines, and of 
two irreoonGilable enemies — spake his last words, 
smiled his last smile, sighed his last sigh, breathed 
his last breath. 

Eing Frederick was again sojourning at his great 
country palace of Frederiksborg. The birds were 
singing their vesper hymns in the luxuriant groves 
and the grand old avenues which radiate from the 
palace, and the last beams of the dyiQg sun flickered 
pleasantly upon giant boles, and gnarled limbs, and 
mellow-tinted foliage gently waving in the soft even- 
ing breeze. 

Amidst these groves, adown these shady avenues. 
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Denmark's old warrior-king was wandering to and 
fix), and for aught he knew, nnseen, as it was a 
standing order rigidly obeyed at Prederiksboi^, that 
no one should presume to intrude in the presence of 
the King when he indulged — as he frequently did — 
in solitary walks in the vast expanse of royal grounds 
surrounding th^ palace. 

But a human eye was upon him now : every foot- 
step he took was followed by an eagle glance. Was 
ittheeyeoffiiendorfoeP Of both P Of neither? 

The King, in sad and thoughtful mood, walked 
with his head bent down, his hands clasped behind 
him. He turned into a by-path, and sauntered ab- 
stractedly onward. As he loitered abreast of an ever- 
green thicket, its branches were agitated, and a man 
leapt forth with one great bound, and confix>nted the 
King. 

That man was Lars Vonved. 

Frederick recoiled a step, and uttered an involiin- 
taiy exclamation of amazement and anger. He re- 
cognized Vonved in a moment, for he had oft read 
accurate personal descriptions and had carefully 
studied Kthographic portraits of the outlaw. He also 
had received, three weeks before, Vonved's letter, the 
contents of which had alike astonished and deeply 
affected him. 

For a whUe they stood, face to face, man to man. 
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" Who art thou P" demanded the King. 

" I am Lars Vonved, Count of Elsinore, an out- 
lawed subject of thine." 

''Ho! villain ! is not the sum of thine iniquities 
complete P Dost thou wish to add one crowning 
enormity to thy misdeeds P Why herCy miscreant, 
felon, slave P" 

The King was lashing himself into fury, self-con- 
scious how deeply he had wronged the race of Valde- 
mar, and its representative who stood before him. 

" I am here, King Frederick, because I have sought 
thee." 

Yonved spake with calm determination, and fixed 
his gaze fiill on the face of his incensed sovereign. 

"Sought me! Ha! Fredlos!" 

" Here me, sire ! " 

"Away, slave!" 

" King Frederick, you must, and shall hear me," 
sternly retorted Vonved. " I seek pardon, not for my 
own sake, but for that of my wife and child ; and 
never would I have sought pardon at your hand, 
even for them, had not my kinsman — ^thine own 
grandson— extorted the promise from me with his 
dying breath. Frown not, sire! We stand here, 
unwitnessed, sovereign and subject, but also man 
and man." 

Unable any longer to control his wrath, the en- 
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raged monaroh drew a short double-edged sword he 
always wore, and yengefdlly plunged it at the out- 
law's breast. Vonved sprang aside at the movement, 
and the keen blade passed harmlessly between his 
left arm and body, grazing both. 

Swift as thought, Vonved wrenched the sword from, 
the monarch's grasp. Frederick became ghastly pale, 
doubtless expecting that his sword would be now 
plunged in his own breast. Not so. Yonved gazed 
a moment at him with an indescribably eloquent look 
of mournful reproach, and then, obeying a sublime 
impulse, sinking on one knee he held the sword by 
its point and extended the hilt to the King. 

" I who never knelt before to mortal man kneel 
now unto thee. Thou art my king — my sovereign ! " 
cried he; "and for thine ancestors mine have oft 
fought and died. I am thy outlawed subject : take 
my life if it seemeth good unto thee." 

The King crimsoned with shame and humiliation, 
and at that supreme moment he felt how little he was 
in comparison with the great-hearted heroic outlaw 
at his feet. With a trembling hand he grasped the 
hilt and returned the sword with a dang to the scab- 
bard. 

"Vonved," huskily murmured he, "thou hast 
conquered ! " 

"Sire?" 
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" Thou hast overcome thy Bang. Arise ! " 

The outlawed Boyer gazed fall up to the agitated 
oountenanoe of his sovereign, but remained immov- 
able. 

'^ Bise, Yonved ! " reiterated the King ; and he 
clasped the yet outstretched hand of Vonved between 
both his own, and looked down on him with abeam- 
ing gaze of forgiveness and reconciliation. 

"0 sire! Do you, indeed, pardon meP" 

" I do — ^from my heart I do ! You have spared 
the life of your king," added he with a tremulous 
snule ; ^' and it is meet that your king, in his turn, 
should spare yours ! " 

Yonved now became pale as death — ^the blood re- 
ceded &om every vein to fill his bounding heart — and 
he almost gasped forth the words — 

" Sire! repeat to me your royal pardon ! Let me 
hear it once more from your lips ! " 

^^ What ! still incredulous ? Must I again tell thee 
that from this moment thou art outlaw no longer? 
Yes, I pardon thee for all thou hast done amiss — 
pardon thee, freely and unreservedly. Yet more : I 
feel that thou hast been grievously wronged, and I 
wiU make thee such amends as becometh a king. 
Thy ancestral rights and honours shall be immedi- 
ately restored, and every possible reparation made. 
Nowy wilt thou rise. Count of ElsinoreP" 
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" Not yet, sire." 

" Why P" cried Frederick in surprise. 

" I cannot accept pardon for myself until I hear 
that the brave men who have risked all to follow my 
desperate fortunes are also pardoned." 

" I pardon each and all, fuUy and freely as I par- 
don thee." 

*' Sire, there are some amongst them who had out- 
raged the laws before they joined my crew." 

" I understand thee, Vonved. Set thy heart at 
rest. A king should pardon right royally when he 
pardons at all. I give thee my word, as an absolute 
sovereign ruler, that whatsoever offences they have 
individually and collectively committed against the 
laws of my realm up to this time, shall be pardoned 
without reserve." 

" Enough, sire ! Never spake king more kingly 
words! My men are mine no longer — thenceforth 
they are thine, and for their future fidelity I will 
vouch." 

"They were marvellously faithful unto Eover 
Vonved : will they be as faithful unto King Fred- 
erick?" 

" Sire, they will. And for myself — ^not by words 
but by deeds will I evince my gratitude and my 
devoted loyalty." 

" I verily believe thee. Count Vonved," said the 
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Eling, with emotion ; " my navy needs brave and 
skilful seamen." 

" None braver or more skilful than " 

" Thine ! ay, I have had reason enough to know 
it of late years ! " drily remarked the King. " But 
they must not be separated from their old captain. I 
will restore thee to my navy, and the allegiance of 
thy old crew shall purchase thee the command of the 
finest ship in my service." 

^'Sire! dispose of me and mine as thou wilt. 
Henceforth I have but one great object in life — ^to 
testify my devotion to my sovereign and my country. 
And, oh, sire ! I have a boy — a noble boy " 

" I know it ! " interrupted the King, with a slight 
grimace. " By my throne ! that child of thine 
bearded me more daringly than the boldest of thy 
Mends!" 

" Ah, sire ! pardon the child — ^he is but an infant." 

" Is he your only child P" 

'^ An only child, sire, like his father before him." 

" I thought so : lions oft have but one oflfepring — 
meaner aninialH many." 

"SireP" 

" Troth! I can almost fancy that the soul of the 
great founder of the race of Valdemar has transmi- 
grated, and now dwells in the bosom of your boy !" 

" Forgive him, sire ! " 
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" Forgive him ! why, by my kingly faith, Oomit 
Yonyed, I secretly longed to snatch that matchless 
child to my breast, and caress him, when he passion- 
ately defied me to my very &oel Forgiye him! 
Ah, that G-od had given me such a glozions boy ! " 

" 0, my KingI" ejaoalated Yonved, with stream- 
ing eyes, clasping tiie hand of his sovereign I ^^ why 
have we been so long bitter enemies P Why did we 
never know each other until now P" 

" Gtod wiUed it" 

^^ My grandsire, Knut Yonved, rejoices in Heaven 
over our recondliation ! " 

'^ I hope so," said the King in a smothered voioe ; 
" for I did him some wrong on earth." 

*' Sire, I do believe that the spirits of the departed 
are permitted to hover around the scenes and the 
Mends they loved on earth, and to rejoice when that 
comes to pass which would have gladdened them 
when Kving." 

"It may be so— God grant thou art right!" gloom- 
ily sighed Frederick. 

" Ah, sire ! doubt it not. There is but one draw- 
back to the supreme happiness my sovereign has this 
hour conferred." 

"What is that P" 

" Bertel, sire I 0, that he could have lived to wit- 
ness the realization of his last prophetic prayer ! " 
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^< Ha ! it doih indeed seem that he died for your 
sake. Had he not extorted "with his dying breath a 
pledge from you to personally seek my forgiyeneiSy 
you would never have done so ? " 

"Never, sire." 

For awhile the King was absorbed in melancholy 
reflections occasioned by this allusion to the death of 
the grandson he had never seen, but he speedily 
sroused himself. 

" What is done is done. To be happy in this life 
we must learn to forget as well as forgive. But see ! 
some of my officers draw nigh. Give me your arm, 
Count Vonved, for good faith ! such is your present 
reputation that I would not answer for your life ten 
paces from my person 1" 

Three days have rolled down that swift current of 
Time which flows into the ocean of Eternity. 

The great hall of the colossal palace is brilliantly 
iUununated, for Kiog Frederick is about to give a 
species of evening lev^e, held at stated intervals by 
the Grown of Denmark, and usually concluded by a 
supper and a ball. Bumour has asserted that the 
reception this night will be of extraordinary magni- 
ficence—and, for once, rumour is not a liar. Here are 
assembled hundreds of the noblest, the best, the 
bravest, the wisest, of ancient Denmark's sons — the 
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loveliest of her daughters. Statesmen and wamors, 
haughty nobles and cabu philosophers, jostle one 
another on an equal footing. The body of the im- 
mense and gorgeous saloon is a sea of flashing splen- 
dour. The brilliant uniforms of naval and military 
officers, the rich dresses and decorations of official 
men and knights of various orders, mingle with the 
sumptuous attire, the waving feathers, the glittering 
jewels of proud and beauteous dames. Ghroups form 
everywhere. There is much small talk, gentle prattle 
of female lips, whispered trifling, little explosions of 
silvery laughter like the random tinkling of fairy bells. 
At the extremity of the haU is a dais seven broad 
steps above the level of the floor, covered with blue 
velvet, studded with golden stars, and it supports an 
unique throne which cunning hands have fashioned 
entirely of the horns of the narwhal or sea-unioom, 
brought from Danish Greenland. Close to the foot 
of the dais stand two men very dissimilar in person, 
character, and present profession — the Bishop of 
Zealand and General Otto Gam. Occasionally they 
exchange a few words in an earnest undertone. Many 
eyes curiously scan the General, for the story of his 
fierce resignation of his army-rank and high appoint- 
ment is well known, and people marvel to see him 
now standing, as it were defiantly, at the footstool of 
the sovereign he had so daringly bearded. Tet there 
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he is ! haughty and grim, savage and scowling. An 
old battered scabbard is suspended from his belt — 
but it is empty ; a very significant fact, which is duly 
commented upon. The military men, especially, 
group together, and whisper and speculate, and ever 
and anon glance with lively interest at the ex-Military 
Governor of Copenhagen, the redoubtable General 
Otto GFam, who, on his part, fails not to return every 
ftirtive look with ferocious interest. 

The ladies who are not occupied in listening to the 
light pleasantries of their cavaliers, discuss the ap- 
proaching entrance of the King of Denmark. They 
marvel whom he will particularly distinguish by the 
honour of a direct personal reception — for on an 
occasion like the present ihe sovereign only receives 
the immediate homage of a favoured few, whom he 
delights to publicly honour. They marvel yet more 
whether the King will dance at the ball this night, 
and, if so, what exalted dame will be his partner. 

As though by magic there is suddenly a great hush, 
and the brilliant animated clusters dissolve, and open- 
ing up right and left, they form a double line, leaving 
clear a wide straight passage of tessellated marble, 
which extends from the entrance to the dais at the 
end of the superb saloon. Another instant and the 
great folding doors are thrown wide open with a re- 
sonant clang, and gorgeously attired royal officials 
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croBsthethreAold. "The King!'' passes from mouth 
to mouth with bated breath. Even so. FrederidkVI., 
King of Denmark, enters in grand state, looking 
what he really is, a great sovereign ruler. The heads 
of the highest nobles are lowly bent, and the haugh- 
tiest dames oourtesy to the ground as Denmark's Ejng 
slowly passes along the glittering marble pavement 
towards his throne. Frederick is right royally attired 
this night, and his thigh sustains a magnificent 
sword, the hilt and scabbard of which are encrusted 
with diamonds of priceless value. When he readies 
the foot of the dais, he pauses before the two ancient 
comrades. Otto GFam and the Bishop of 2iealand. The 
latter bows his grand old benevolent head, white with 
the snows of eighty-five winters ; but Otto Gam re- 
mains rigid as a marble statue. 

"Who are you?" demands the King, in an im- 
perious tone, which, amid the brooding silence, echoed 
to the remotest comer of the vast saloon. 

"I once was a G-eneral in the service of King 
Frederick, and one month agone I was Military 
Q-ovemor of Copenhagen ! " answers old Otto G-am, 
in a voice harsh as the grating of a rusty hinge. 

The eye of the King rests on the empty scabbard 
of his disgraced servant. 

" Where is your sword. Otto Gum P" 



COUNT OP ELSINORB« 287 

" My old worn-out sword is broken, like its owner. 
I am no longer a soldier — ^I need not a sword." 

Otto G^m gulps painfolly, although he speaks in 
an unquayering resolute voioe, and looks savagely at 
all and sundry. 

The hands of King Prederiok nervously dutch and 
tug at the golden buckle of his own sword-belt. 

"Take off your empty scabbard — off with your 
belt ! — ^you need them not, Otto Gum, since you tell 
me you are no longer a soldier. Obey ! your King 
commands." 

Old Otto Gum does obey. He flings his belt and 
scabbard rattling on the floor. 

One moment more, and King Frederick has cast 
loose his own belt, and he buckles it, sword and all, 
around the body of the aged General. 

" Once more you are a soldier. General Otto Gam! 
Once more you are Military Qx)vemor of our capital ! 
Once more you are the trusted honoured servant of 
your King ! " 

Frederick takes a parchment commission from his 
own breast, and thrusts it in the trembling hands of 
Otto Gam, who clutches it with a mingled growl and 
sob. 

A deep thrill pervades the wondering assembly, 
and amid it the King, £a.vouring the Bishop of 2iea- 
land with a cordial smile as he passes on, ascends the 
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dais, and seats himself on his matchless ancestral 
throne— the choice spoil of the Arctic Seas. 

" Wliat next P" sigh the amazed and excited spec- 
tators. 

Again the folding doors are flung wide aside, and 
a deep powerful voice annoimces — 

"The Count of Elsinore!" 

An electric throb shakes every heart at the sound 
of that long proscribed illustrious title, a thousand 
incredulous eyes behold the colossal figure of Lars 
Vonved, in the rich full-dress uniform of a post-cap- 
tain of the Danish Royal Navy, walk with princely 
dignity up to the dais. One in the plain garb of a 
civilian closely follows him, and is recognised by all 
as the Baron Koemperhimmel. When they reach 
the dais the latter makes a reverence, and in an au- 
dible voice says — 

" Sire ! Captain Lars Vonved, Coimt of Elsinore ! " 

Lars Vonved ascends the dais and bends his proud 
knee. King Frederick instantly arises jfrom his 
throne and raises the man who thus does him 
homage. 

"Welcome to our presence, Coimt of Elsinore! 
We receive you as our cousin, and present you to 
our,lieges as the first subject of our realm." 

King Frederick's voice is not merely firm as he 
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utters these memorable words — ^it is detennined, and 
almost menacing. Then he takes off the golden 
Elephant, with a castle on its back, all studded with 
flashing diamonds, suspended by a sky-blue ribbon 
on his own breast, and attaches it to that of the Count 
of Elsinore. As he does this, he glances steadily 
beyond the Coimt, and seeks the eyes of his nobles 
and courtiers, as though he would defy them to pre- 
sume to question his motives, or to murmur at his 
royal will and pleasure. 

But never were nobles and courtiers less disposed 
to cavil at an unexpected and unprecedented act of 
their sovereign, or to envy the object of his munifi- 
cent royal favour. All present seem to intuitively 
feel that they are witnesses not merely of the mag- 
nanimous reconciliation of a king and his subject, 
but of a reigning monarch and the representative of 
an ancient dynasty his ancestors had displaced. Once 
more the House of Oldenburgh may reckon on the 
friendship of the race of Valdemar, and the King 
spoke truly and wisely when he hailed the Coimt of 
Elsinore as the first subject of his realm. 

A contagious enthusiasm seizes the assembly, and 
the hall reverberates prolonged cries of " Long live 
King Frederick I " Denmark will ratify those spon- 
taneous cheers, as being the utterance of its national 
voice. 

VOL II. o 
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"Nemo sobrius saltat" — "no man in his senses 
will dance," saith the sage Gioero. Yet true it is, 
and of a verily, that King Frederick this night opens 
the ball with Amalia Yonved, Countess of Elsinore. 



THE END. 
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